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VVV 

＋ HE time has been when plays were not ſo plenty 
And a leſs number now would well content ye. 

New plays did then like almanacks appear; 
And one was thought ſufficient For a year : 
Though they are more like almanacks of late; 
For in one year, I think they're out-of date. 
Nor were they without reaſon join'd together : 
For juft as one prognofiicates the weather, 
How plentiful the crops, or ſcarce the grain, 
What peals of thunder, and what ſhowers of rain ; 
So other can foretel, by certain r ulet, 
What crouds of coxcombs, or what floods of fools. 


) In ſuch like prophecies were: Poets ud, 
Which now they find in their own Jribe fulfiltd : 
b T he dearth of wit, they aid. fo long | prejages 
5 I: fallen on us, and almoſt. ftarves the flag. 
Here you not griev'd, at often as you ſaw }... 
: Poor actors threſh ſuch empty ſheafs of firaw ? 
Toiling and lab ring, at their lungs expence, 
ö To ffart a jeſ, or force a little ſenſe? © 
© Hard fate 2 us, ill harder in ii event ; 
. Our Authors fin, but we alone repenrn. 
. Stitt they proceed, and, at our charge, write worſe : 
*T were ſome amends if they could reimburſe ; © 
But there't the Devil, though their cauſe is loft, 
1 There's no recovering damages or coſt. - 
; Good wits forgive this liberty we tale, 
5 Since cuſtom gi ves the loſers leave to ſpeak. © 


But if, provok d, your dreadful wrath remains, 

. Take your revenge upon the coming ſcenes : | 

) For that damn'd Poet's ſpar'd, who damns a brother, - 
As one thief ſcapes that execute another.. 

2 Thus far alone does to the wits relate ; 

But 2 the ret we hope a better fate. 

To pleaſe and move has been our Poet t theme, 

Art may direct, but Nature is his aim, 

And Nature miſi'd, in vain he boafts his art, 

For only Nature can affeft the heart. 

Then freely judge the ſcenes that ſhall. enſue ; 

But as with freedom, judge with candour too. 

He wou d not loſe, through prejudice, his cauſe : 

Nor wou d obtain preceriogty applauſe. : 

Impartial cenſure he requefis from all, 

Prepar'd, by juft decrees, to tand or fall. 


do 


THE 
MOURNING. BRIDE, 


9 x * 2 ** — R 1 _ „„ 1 „* "FIOY 


— — — of — — nd — * - —— — —— 


ACT I, SCENE a | © 8 ret 
The Curtain rifing ſlowly to ſoft Muſic, 15 Almeria 


in Mourning, Leonora waiting in ning. 
Aue the Muſic, Almeria riſe; from ler i es 
| "ww forward. #1 1-00 
. Alma... 3 


UsIC ks ren break,” 
To ſoften rocks, or bend a 8 M. 


7 L 2 ” 


Tue read that things inanimate have mav'd, - 
And, as with living ſouls, have been inform d, 


By magic numbers and perſuaſive ſound. * 
What then am I? Am I more ſenſeleſs: grown La 


Than trees or flint? O force of conſtant woe! 


*T'is not in harmony to calm my griets 
Anſelmo ſleeps; and is at peace: Faſt ni dicht 
The ſilent tomb receiv'd the good old King: 
He and his ſorrows now are {afely y lodg'd 


Within its cold, but hoſpitable — 


Why am not I at peace? 7 
Leon. Dear Madam, n | 


Or moderate your grief, there is ne cauſe | 
Alm. No cauſe] peace, peace! there is eternal cauſe, | 


And miſery eternal will ſucceed. 
Thou canſt not tel thou haſt indeed no cauſe. 
Leon. Believe me, Madam, I lament Anſel mo, 
And always did compaſſionate his fortune; 
Have often wept, to ſee how eruelly 
Vour father kept in chains his follow king: 
And oft at night, when all have been retir d 
Have ſtolen frons bed, and ta his priſon cre pt; 5 
Where, while his gaoler flept, 1 trough the grate 


Have loftly whiſper'd, and inquir'd his heaith; + 
Sent in my ſighs and pray'rs for his deliv'rance ; 
For FR and rey. rs were al hat | could offer. 


Am. Indeed thou haſt a ſoft and gentle nature, 
That thus could melt to ſee a ſtranger's wrongs. 
O Leonora, hadſt thou known Anſel mo, 
How wau'd thy heart have bled to ſee his ſuff'rings! [1 
Thou hadſt no cauſe, but general compaſſion. - WET 


Leon. Love of my royal miſtreſs gave me cauſe ; 
| My love of you begot my grief for him : 
A For I had heard, that when the chance of war 
Had bleſs d Anſel mo s arms with victory, 
And the rich ſpoil of all the field, and you, 
The glory of the whole, were made the prey 
Ot his ſucceſs; that then, in ſpite of hate, 
Revenge, and that hereditary feud 
© Between Valentia's and Granada's kings? 
He did indear himſelf to your affection, 
By all the worthy and indulgent ways 
His moſt induſtrious goodneſs cou'd invent; 
Propoſing, by a match between Alphonſo 1 
His ſon, the brave Valentian prince, and you, 
To end the long En, and unite | 
The jarring crowns. | 
Alm. Alphonſo! O Alphonſo ! 
Thou too are quiet long haſt been at peace: 
* Both, both Father and fon are now no more. 
© Then why am. I O when ſhall I have reſt ? 
Why do T live to ſay you are no mFre? _ 
| © Why are all theſe things thus? -!s it of force? 
Is there neeeſſity I muſt be miſerable? 
© Is it of moment to the peace of Heavin - 
That I ſhould be afflicted thus ?———=]f not, 
Why is id thus contriv'd ?. Why are things laid 
By ſome unſeen hand, fo; as of: ſure conſequencee, 
They muſt to me bring curſes, grief of * e 
The laſt diſtreſs of lite, and ſure deſpair T 
Lion Alas, you ſearch too far, and think roo-deeply. 
Alm. Why was I carry'd to Anſelmo's court ?. | 
Or. there, why. was I- us'd ſo tenderly ?- 
x Why not ill-treated, like an enemy ? _ 
For fo my father wou'd have us'd his child, | 
© Alphonſo,. Alphonſo! 
a Devouring · ſeas have waſh'd thee from my ſicht. 
1 No time ſhall.raze thee from my memory 3 / 
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MW No, I will live to be thy monument: 


The cruel ocean is no more thy tomb; 
But in my heart thou art interrd; there, there, | 
Thy dear reſemblance is for ever fix'd 
My love, my lord, my huſband ſtill, tho? loft ; 
Leon. Huſband ! 1 © heav'ns ! 
Alm. Alas ! what have I ſaid ? 


My grief has hurry'd me beyond all thought. 

I wowd have kept that ſecret; though I know . 

"Thy love and faith to me delerve all confidencc. - 

* But ' tis the wretch's comfort; ſtill to have 
Some {mall reſerve of near and inward woe, 

Some unſuſpected hoaxd of darling grief, 


5 Which they unſeen may wail, and wary: and mourny 


And glutton-like, alone devour. 
Leon. Indeed 2 1 Krit er tin «MN 

© I knew not this. | FN 

Alm. O no, thou Knou' ft not i 


* Know'ſt nothing of my ſorrows—Lif thou. ic dd 


q II I ſhou'd tell thee, wouldſt thou pity me? 
1 : Tell me: I know thou wouldft, thou art compaſſionate. 
1 Leon. Witneſs theſe tear. 


Alm. I thank thee, 166 ve 
* Indeed I do, for pitying thy: fad miſtreſs : 

| For *tis, alas! the poor prerogative | ,. = 
Of greatneis to he wretched, and unpitied 
| © But 1 did promiſe I wou'd tell hee What: 
LI My milerics ? thou doſt already know '*'em, _ 

And when I told thee thou didſt nothing know, 
It was becauſe thau didſt not know Alphonſo; 
For to have known my lols, thou mult have known , 


1 „His Worth, his, truth, ang tenderneſs of love,” 


Leon. The memory of gf brave: * n fair | 

In all report=—— | 5 

And I have heard erſellly his loſs ; ; . 
But fearful tg&enew your troubles paſt, 


never did preſume to aſk the ſtory, 

JS If for my ſwelling heart I can, III el thee, | 
I WS a welcome captive in Valentia, 

Een on the day when Manuel, my father, 
Led on his conqu' ring troops high as the gates 


Of * Anſelmos Nahe ; which, in rage, 


1 


An 


And heat of war, and dire revenge, he fir'd. 


Had horne the Queen and me on board a thip 


Who knew gur flight, we cloſely were purſu'd, 


He came to me, and begg'd me by my N | 
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The good King, flying to ayoid the flames, 
Started amidſt his foes, and made i 
His fatal refuge —— Wou'd that I had fall'n 
Amidſt thoſe flames - but twas ſo decreed, 
Alphonſo, who foreſaw my father's cruelty, 


Ready to fail ; and when this news was brought 
We put to ſea; but being betray'd by ſome, 


And almoſt taken; when a ſudden ſtorm 

Drove us, and thoſe that follow'd, on the coaſt 

Of Afric ; there our veſſel ſtruck the ſhore, 

And bulging gainſt a rock was daſh'd in pieces; 

But heav'n ſpar'd me for yet much more affliction |}. 

Conducting them who follow'd us, to ſlün 

The ſhore, and ſave me floating on the waves, 

While the good Queen and my Alphonſo periſh'd. | 9 
Leon. Alas! were you then wedded to >. Alphonſo 3 ; {4 
Alm. That day, that fatal day, our hands were join'd. | 


* 
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For when my lord beheld. the ſhip purſuing, 


And ſaw her rate ſo far exceeding ours, 


I wow'd conſent the prieſt hou'd make us one; 
That whether death or victory enſu d, 
might be his, beyond the power of Fate; 
'The queen too did aſſiſt his ſuit granted! 
And in one day was wedded and a widow. 

Leon. Indeed 'twas mourn ful —:f⅛ 

Alm. "T wasw=as I have told the | 
For which I mourn, and will for ever mourn : 
Nor will I change theſe black and diſmal robes, 
Or ever dry theſe ſwoln and watry eyes; 
Or ever taſte content, or peace of heart, 
While I have life and thought of my Alphonſo. 

; *, 366 [Loud ſhouts - ze 
Leon, Look, down good Heav'n, with pity on. ber 
6 ſorrows, 


5 And grant that time may bring her ſome . 


© Alm. O no! Time gives increaſe to my afliQtions 
The circling hours, that gather all the woes, 


Which are diffus d thro? the revolving year, . 
1 : © Come 
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Come heavy laden with th' opprefling weight, 

* To me; with me, ſueceſſively, they leave 

Ihe fighs, the tears, the groans, the reſtleſs: cares, 

And all the damps of grief, that did retard their flight: 

They ſhake their downy wings, and ſcatter all | 

* The dire collected dews on my poor head: 

They fly with joy and ſwiftneſs from me. 

Leon. Hark! JJC 

The diſtant ſhouts proclaim your father's triumph: 
eee diffences 

O ceaſe for heav'n's ſake, aſſuage a little - 

IT his torrent of your grief; for much, I fear, 

Twill urge his wrath, to ſee you drown'd in tears, 

When joy appears in ev'ry other face, _ 

Alm. And joy he brings to every other heart, 

But double, double weight of woe to mine; 

For with him Gareia comes Garcia, to whom 

I muſt be ſacriſic d, and all the vo wwe 

I gave my dear Alphonſo baſely broken. 

No, it ſhall never be, for I will die | 

Firſt, die ten thouſand deaths.=-Look down, look down, 


Alphonſo, hear the ſacred. vow I make; [KAncelt. 

One moment ceaſe to gaze on perfect bliſs, | 

© And bend thy glorious eyes to earth and me; 

And thou Anſelmo, if yet thou art arriv'd . 

Thro' all impediments of purging fire, r, 

Fo that bright heav'n where my Alphonſo reigns 

Behold thou, alſo, and attend my vow.. 

If ever I do yield; or give conſent .. 

By any act ion, word, or thought, to wed 5 

Another lord, may then juſt heav'n ſhow?r down 

Unheardof curſes on me, greater far RE 

(If ſuch there be in angry heav'n's vengeance). 

Than any I have yet endur d And now 

My heart has ſome relief: having ſo well 

Diſcharg'd this debt, incumbent on my love. 

Vet one thing more I would engage from thee. 

Lon. My heart, my life, and will, are only yours. 
Alm. I thank thee. *Tis but this: anon, when all, 

Are wrapp'd and buſied in the general joy, 

Thou wilt with-draw, and privately with me 

Steal forth to viſit good Anſelmo's tomb, © 


5. 


Leon. 


ht: 


Net. 


0. 
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Leon. Alas! I fear ſome fatal reſolution. 

Alm. No,, on my life, my faith, L mean no ill, 
Nor violence I feel myſelf more light, 
And more at large, ſince L have made this vow, 
Perhaps I would repeat it there more ſolemnly. 
"Tis that, or ſome ſuch en 


Upon my word, no mare. 


Leon. Iwill attend > 4 _ 
nter Alonzo. 


*% 


Alon. The Lord Gonſalea comes to tell your Highnes | 


The King is juſt arriv'd. 


Alm. Conduct him in. [Exit Alon, 


Thar $ his pretence; has errand ! bs, 1 know, 


To fill my ears with Gareia's valiant deeds; 
And gild and magnify his ſon's exploits. 
But I am-arm'd with ice around my . 8 
Not ta be warm d with words or idle eloquence. 
Ester Gonſalez. - - ; 
Gon. Be ev'ry day of your long life like chis. 


The ſun, bright conqueſt, and your brighter _ I 


Have all con dir d to blaze iſcuous light, 
And bleſt this _—_ evo, — wal 1 ves 
our Royal facher, my victarious 1 


Loaden with ſpoils, and ever-living laurel, 


Is ent'ring now, in martial pods the' — 
Five hundred mules precede his ſolemn march, 

Which groan beneath the weight of Mooriſh wealth. 
Chariots of war, adorn'd with glitt'ring gems, . 
Succeed ; and next, a hundred * 
White as the fleecy rain on Alpine hills: | 
That bound and — and champ the gakien bs. A 
As they diſdain'd the victory they grace. ; I I 
Priſoners of war in ſhining fettcrs: follow a, 

And captains of the nobleſt blood of Afrie 


| Sweat by his chariot wheels, © and lick and grind, 


With gnaſhing teeth, the, duſt his triumphs raiſe. | 
The ſwarming populace ſpreadieverywall 11 16 + 
And cling, as if with claws they did enforce. . | 
Their hoſd, thro! clifted fiones; 2 _ 
As if chey were all eyes, and every limb: 145 
* Would feed its faculty of admiration,” , -.- 
While you alone retire, aud ſhun this ſight } ag 
his 
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This fight which'is indeed not ſeen tho twice 
The multitude ſhould gaze) in abſence of your eyes. 

Alm. My Lord, mine eyes ungrate fully behold 

The gilded trophies of exterior honours. 
Nor will my ears be charm'd with ſounding words, 
Or pompous phraſe ; the pageantry of ſouls, 
But that my 1 is return dd in in W 0 | 
I bend to heav'n with thanks. 
Gonſ. Excellent princeſs ! * 
But *tis a taſk unfit for my weak age 
With dying words to offer at your praiſe, 
Garcia, my ſon, your beauty's loweſt flave, - 
Has better done ! in proving with his ſword 
The force and influence of your matchleſs charms. 

Alm. I doubt not of the worth of Garcit's deeds, 
Which had been brave, tho? I had ne'er n born. 

Leon, Madam, the 2 155 l Flouriſd. 

Alm. ay women. ou'd meet ki” 

as 0 Almeria enter in Mourning. 
Symphony of warlike muſic. + Enter the King, attended by 

Garcia end ſeveral Officers.” Files 'c "'Priſoners in 

Chains, and Guards, who are rand is order round the 

Stage. Almeria meets the King, and kneelr; after- 

ward Gonſalez kneels and kiſſes the King's 5 

while Garcia does the ſamt 10 the Princeſs. 

King. Almeria, riſe My beſt Gonfalez, rſe== 
What, tears! my good old Ion 1 

Gonſ. But'tears of joy. BOW. 5 
Believe me, Sir, to ſee you this has Ara 1 
Mine eyes with more delight than they can hold. 

King. By Heav'n thou lov me, and Iam lewd t wen 
Take it for thanks, old man, that I rejoice [doft, 
To fee thee weep on this occafion—fome 
Here are, who ſeem to mourn at our ſucceſs ! 

Why is't Almeria, that you meet our eyes, 
VU pon this ſolemn os in theſe __ weeds | ? 

In oppoſition to m W 
= And yours ure all like daughters of ac on. | 

Alm. Forgive me, „ Sir, if I in this offend. 8 
The year, which 1 have vow d to op N Heav's,. 45 
In mourning and ſtrict life, tor my delivirance 
From wreck and death, wants yet to be expir'd; 


ge 4 6 as od 


King. : 
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King. Your zeal to Heav'n is great, ſo is your _ 

Yet ſomething too is due to me, who gave 
That life which -heav'n preſerd d. A day beſton'd 

In filial duty, had aton' d, and given 
A diſpenſation to your. von No more 
"Twas weak and wil ful and a'woman's error. 
Vet — upon thought, it doubly wounds my fight, F 
To ſee that ſable worn upon the » 
Succeeding that, in which. our deadlieſt foe, 
Hated Anſelmo ! was interrd—By heav'n l 
It looks as thou didft mourn for him 4; juſt lo 
Thy ſenſeleſs vow appear'd-to bear its date; 
Not from that hour wherein thou wert preſerv'd. 
But that wherein the curs'd Alphonſo rich d. ä 
Ha ! What? thou doſt not weep to think of that ?. 


Gonſ. Have patience, Royal Sir; the Prinecla, weeps 


/h. To have offended you. If fate decreed, A wa 5 
One pointed hour ſhould be Alphonſo's Jody. 

fs And her deliv'rance, is ſhe to blame? 

by ' King. I tell thee ſhe is to blame ! not to have fealted 
im When my firſt foe wes laid in earth ! ſuch; dane, 

the Such deteſtation bears my blood to his? | 

ere My daughter ſhould: have revell'd at his death! ae {67 

id, She mould have made theſe palace walls to ſhake, 


And all this high-and ample roof to ring 
With her rejoicings!\ What, to mourm and weep ? f 
Then, they. to. weep, and pray and grieve? by Heay'n ? 
There's not a flave, a ſhackled;ſlave of mine, ad. | 
But ſhould have ſmil'd that hour, through all his, care, 
x And ſhook his chains in tranſport and rude harmony 
on 5 Gonſ. What ſhe has done was in, excels of —_— <1 
oft, Betray'd by too much iety, to ſeem F 0 
As if ſne had affended. Sure, no more. 
King. To ſeem 18 0 commit, at enn ! 
I wo'not have a ſecmang jorrow. ſeen. - ; 
'To-day,—Retire, diveſt. yourſelf wich heed 
Of that offenſive black; on me be all 
The violation of your vow; for you N 
It ſhall be your excuſe, that I-command.i M5 e 
Gar. ¶ Kncaling.] Your pardon, Sir, if l preſume ſo ar 
As to remind you of your gracions;promile. -: . 
King. Riſe, Genie hrs. Fas ay, Almeria, 
7 2 Alm. 
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Atm. My boding heurt l What. is your pleaſure; Sir ! 

King. Draw neary nd. we. y dur hand: and Garcia, 1 
Receive this Lordi abonehhhom 1 have fond {yours ] 
Worthy to be your huſband and my fon, ' . 

Gar. Thus let mekneel to take O not to taken 
But to devote, and yield myfetf-for ever | 
Ihe ſlave and creature of my Rdyal Miſtreſs. ( 


Gonſ. O let me proſtratè pu worthleſs that hows | 
King No more:? any; promiſ nile long fince- pare, A n 
vices. 
And Garcia's Weil. try\irulous;-alt oblige was; 75 4 6 
This day we triumph; but to- morrowis fun, 
Garcia, ſhall thine: to. my ty re ö 
Alm. Oh! klaue. 
_ Gar. She faints! help to ſupport her, ES : 
Gonf., She recovers,” - { - - 15 <1 : 
"Raw A fit of bridal fear: How: it; Almeria? | £ 
Alm. A ſudden chülnbſs ſeizes on "ow ſpirks, ” 0 


Your leave, Sir, to retire. 
| King. Garcia, conduct her.. | 
| . {Garcia kads Almeria rovke dere WO returns. 
This idle vow hangs on her woman's fears, 
I'll have a prieſt ſhall preach her from her faith,” ut; 


And make it fin not to renounce that vou / 


Which Pd have broken. Now! hat Noa Atom? | 
' Enter Alonzo and Attendants, 

Alon. Your beauteous captive, Zara, is arriv'd, | 
And with a train as if the ſtill were wiſe © © © 4 
Te Albucacim, and the Moor had conquer'd. 

King. It is our will ſhe ſhould be ſoutecided, | 


Bes eas ppifoners.” Genc which Eh 
Of whoſe mute valour' you relate ſuch wonders nei 


Ii iin 17 — reeengte FP #ri:led | 
Gar. Oſmyn who led the Mooriſhikorſe dee 


Great Sir, at her requeſt, attends on Zara. 


King. He is your priſoner; as you pleaſe difpoſe vey 
Gar. I would oblige him, but he ſhans-my kindneſs; 
And with a haughty mien, and ſtern 5 


Dumbly declines all offers : if he 4k * i 31 
Tis fcarce above a word; as he were horn = 3 
Alone to do, and did diſdain to talk; 18 if 


"Kine 


Wich uſual homage wait. 


— 
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King. Such ſullenneſs, and in a man ſo brave, 
Muſt have ſome other cauſe than his captivity. 
Did Zara, then, requeſt he might attend her? 

Gar. My Lord, ſhe did. 

King. That join'd with his behaviour, ; | 
Begets a doubt. I'd have em watch'd ; perhaps 
Her chains hang heavier on him than his own, 


Enter Zara and Oſmyn bound, conducted by Neve and a 


Guard, and attended by Selim and een Mutes and 
Eunuchs in a Train. 


King. What welcome and what honours, beauteous 
Zara, 3 
A king and conqueror can give, are your 58. 
A conqueror indeed, where you are won; 
Who with ſuch luſtre ſtrike admiring eyes,, 
That had our pomp been with your preſence grac'd, 
Th' expecting crowd had been deceiv'd : and ſeen. 
The monarch enter not triumphant, but 
In paring triumph led; your beauty ſlave. 
ara, It I on any terms could condeſcend 
To like captivity, or think thoſe honours, 
Which conquerors in courteſy beſtow, 
Of equal value with unborrow'd rule, 
And native right, to arbitrary ſway : _ | 
I might be pleas d, when I behold this train 
But when [I feel 
'Theſe bonds, I look with loathing on myſelf ; 
And ſcorn vile ſlavery, though doubly hid 
Beneath mock-praiſes, 25 Sſemble ſtate. 
King. Thoſe bonds! Twas wy command you ſhould 
How durſt you, Perez, bey! ? [be free ; ; 
Peres. Great Sir, VT bs 
Your order was ſhe ſhould not wait your triumph; 
But at ſome diſtance follow, thus attended. 


King, "Tis falſe! deen more i bid the ſhould be free! 


If not in words, I bid it by my eyes! 
Her eyes did more than bid Free her and her's 
With ſpeed [-yet ſtay my hands alone can make 
Fit reſtitution here . A I releaſe you, 
And by releaſing you, enſlave myſelf. Fol 

Lara. Such favours, conferr'd, tho when unſonght 


Deſerve 
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Deſerve acknowledgment from noble minds. 
Such thanks, as one hating to be oblig'd 
Vet hating more ingratitude, can pay, 
J offer. 
Ring. Born to excel, and to command ! 
As by tranſcendent beauty to attract 
All eyes, ſo by pre- eminence of ſoul 
To rule all hearts. 
Garcia, what 8 has who with contracted roxy, | 
N Oſmyn at they unbind him. 
And ſullen port, ooms downward with his eyes; 
At once 9 of his chains, or liberty ? 
Gar. That, Sir, is he, of whom I ſpoke; that's S . 
King. He anſwers well the character you gave him. 
Whence comes it, valiant Oſmyn, that a man 
So great in arms, as thou art ſaid to be, 
So hardly can endure captivity, 
The common chance of war ? 
Oſm. Becauſe captivity 
Has robb'd me of a dear and juſt revenge. 
King. I underſtand not that. 
Oſm. I would not have you. 
Zara. That gallant Moor in battle loſt a friend, 
Whom more than life he lov'd ; and the regret 
Ot not revenging on his foes that loſs, 
Has caus'd this melancholy and deſpair. 
King. She does excuſe him; ' tis as I ſuſpected. [ToGonf, | 
Gonſ. That friend may be herſelf: ſeem not to heed 
His arrogant reply: ſhe looks concern'd. ; 
King. Il have enquiry made; perhaps his friend 
Yet lives, and is a priſoner, His name? 
Zara. Heli. 
King. Garcia, that ſearch ſhall be your care : 
It Mall be mine to pay devotion here; 
At this fair ſhrine to lay my laurels down, 
And raiſe love's altar on the ſpoils of war. 
Conqueſt and triumph, now, are mine, no more 
Nor will I victory in camps adore : 
« For, lingering there, in long ſuſpence ſhe Rands, 
Shifting the prize in ear pats long ; 
+ Unus'd to wait, I broke through her delay, 


6 Fix 'd her by force, and ſnacch's the doubtful day. 
5 * Now 


onf. 


Now 


This living light, cou'd to my ſoul, or ſenſe, 
_ © Aﬀord a thought, or ſhew a glimple of joy, 


As to ſome object frightful, yet not fear d. 
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No late I find that war is but her ſport : 
In Love the goddeſs keeps her awful court :” 


Fickle in fields, unſteadily ſhe flies, 
But rules with ſettled ſway in Zara's eyes. [Exeunt, 


I" ** * * — 
2 


OR —" —_— 1 — „ 
——— k 


ACT U. SCENE, . Ai of a Temple. 
c Garcia, Heli, and Perez. | 


c Garcia.. 


HIS way, we're told, Oſmyn was ſeen to walk; 
4 Chooſing this lonely manſion of the dead, 
To mourn, brave Heli, thy miſtaken fate. | 
Heli. Let heav'n with thunder to the center ſtrike me, 
«© It to arile in very deed from death, 7? 
And to reviſit with my long-clogd eyes 


In leaſt prop ortion to the vaſt delight 

I feel, to hear of Oſmyn's name; to hear 

© That Olmyn lives, and J again ſhall ſee him. 
Gar. Pvc heard, with admiration, of your friendſhip. 
Per. Vonder, my lord, behold che noble Moor! 
« Heli. Where, where ? 
Gar. [ ſaw him not, nor any like him. 
« Per. I ſaw him, when I ſpoke, thwarting my view, 

« And riding with diſtemper d haſte ! his eyes 

« Seem'd flame, and flaſh'd upon me with a glance; 

Then forward ſhot their fires, which he purſu'd, 


© Gar. Let's haſte to follow him, and know the cauſe. 
« Heli. My lord, let me intreat you to forbear; 
Leave me alone to find and cure the cauſe. 
© I know his melancholy, and ſuch ſtarts 
Are uſual to his temper. It might raiſe him 
To act ſome violence upon himſelf, 
So to be caught in an unguarded hour, 
And when his ſoul gives all her paſſions way, 
Secure and looſe in friendly ſolitude, 
© I know his noble heart wou'd burſt with ſhame, 
« To be ſurprizd by frrangers} in his we: | 


— ——— — 1k! — — — 


— —— — — 
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Per. Go, generous Heli, and relieve your friend, 
Far be it from me, offticiouſly to pry 
. Or preſs upon the privacies of others. 

5 Gar, Perez, the King expects from our return 


To have his jealouſy confirm'd or clear'd, 


; Be that Ne ER Tara bears 

To Oſm In; but ſome other rtunity 

* Muſt make that plain. Ou g 
Per. To me 'was long ſince plain, 

And every look from him and her confirms it, 
Gar. If ſo, unhappineſs attends their love, 

And I cou'd pity em. I hear ſome coming, 

© 'F he friends, perhaps, are met; let us avoid em. 


| DIST [Excunt, 
| Enter Almeria and Leonora. . 
Alm. It was a fancy'd noiſe, for all is huſh'd, ' 
Leon. It bore the accent of a human voice, 
Alm. It was thy fear, or elſe ſome tranſient wind 
Whiſtling thro' hollows of this vaulted aiſle. 
We'll lite x EC RD 
Lone. Hat! 3 „ 
Alm. No, all is hufh'd, and ſtill as death — tis dreadful! 
How reverend is the face of this tall pile, 
Whoſe ancient pillars xear their marble heads, 
To bear aloft its arch and pond'rous roof, 


Buy its own weight made ſtedfaſt and immoveable, 
Looking tranquility. It ſtrikes an awe 

And terror on my aking ſight: the tombs 
And monumental caves of death look cold, 


And ſhoot a chilneſs to my trembling heart. 

Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; 

Nay, quickly fpeak to me, and let me hear 

Thy voice—my own affrights me with its echocs, 
Leon. Let us return; the horror of this place, 

And ſilence, will increaſe your melancholy, _ | 
Alm. It may my feats, but cannot add to that. 

No, I will on; ſhew me Anſelmo's tomb; 15, 

Lead me o'er bones, and ſkulls, and mould'ring earth 

Of human bodies; for T1 mix with them; 

Or wind me in the ſhroud of ſome pale corſe 

Yet green in earth, rather than be the bride 

Of Garcia's more deteſted bed; that thought 


Exerts 


[Exit Heli. 
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Exerts my ſpirit 53 aud my: pr ſent Fears. - 
Are loſt in dread/oF;greater ill. Then deen woe, 8 
Lead me; fur L. An Bedder gtownit _ 
Where 1 may kneel, and pay my vows again ,, 
To him, to heav'n, and my Alphonſo's ſoul. | 
73 Leun. Igo, but leavinicau,tell: with. what x: 


ils 
Entre Heli. WY 


Hell, 1 wander top, me wide of monuments; > 
vet cannot find him hark F ſure tis the,voice ‚ 
Of one complaining- thore iitiſounds, III follow it. ¶ Ex. 


The SCENE opening d 15 quers a Place of Tombs : one 
Monument fronting 1 the Vitw g leater man any of the reft. 


£ N r Almeris and Leonora. 
: a Behold the ſacred yault, within whoſe tomb 
The poor remains:pf;ggod Anſghnorek, 55 | 
Yet freſh and unconſumid time or worms. 
What do I ſee?, O hen either my eyes 
Are falſe, or Killithe. marble door remains 
> UVUnclogd ; ox the iron grates, that lead to death | 
: Beneath, are Kill wide fixetch'd,ypon their hinge, 
al! And ſtarting on us with unfolded leaves. | | ] 
Alm. Sure *tis the triepdly van of death for me; 
And chat dumb mguch, ſigniſicant in {how,, - - 
Invites me #0 the bed, Where 1 . | 
Shall reſt ; nexus me the, grave, where nature, weary, 
And long oppreſs d with woes and bending cares, 
May lay the burthen down, and finkin flumbers 
Of peace eternal. Death, grim death, will fold 
Me in hisleaden arms, and ꝓreſs me cloſe 
To his cold clayie breaſt? my father then 
Will ceaſe his tHrany; and Garcia too 
Will fly my pale deformity with loathing. . 
My. foul, enlarg d from its vile. bonds, wall mount 
And range the dtarry orbs and milky ways. 
| Of thayrefulgent world, Where I ſhall ſwim 
5 In liquid light, and float. on ſeas of bliſg . 
To my Alphonſgs. art. 05 Joy too great ! | 
O ecſtaſy of thought help me, Anſelmo! _ 
Help me, Alphonſo : take me, reach thy;hand ; - 


To thee, thee call, odge Alphonla 1 
O Alphonſo | B 3 Oſmyn 
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138 THE MOURNING BRIDE; 
Oſmyn aſcending from the Tomb. = 

Oſw. Who calls that wretehed thing that bs Alphonſo' n 

Alm. Angels, and all the hoſt of heaw'n, ſupport me 

Oſm. Whence is that voices: Wop ſhrilneſs From: ne 

grave 
2 gro 1 to his father's ſhroud, roots TY 
Alphonſo ? 

. Mercy! Provides O ſpe ak. 
Speak to it quickly, quickly ; 3 peak to me, 11 
Comfort me, help me, hold me, hide me, hide __ | 
Leonora, in thy boſom, from e es Sto 17) 
And from my eyes. 5 

Oſm. Amazement and illuſion !, 

Rivet and nail me WASTE E ſtand, ye porn ers, 


l e in OM 
That rhotidniely I may be Ein deecle lor r anal 
Let me not ſtir nor breathe, - left I diflolve © oog $1 F 
'That tender, lovely' form of painted air, PI dn 39 


So like Almeria. Hal if finks, it falle; 
Il catch it ere it goes, and graſp her Mates | 153 | 
'Tis life! 'tis warm ! 'tis ſhe, *tis ſhe herſelf 
Nor dead, nor ſhade, hut Heeithing and alive 1 
It is Almeria, tis, it is my wife ! 
Enter Heli. | 

Leon. Alas, ſhe ſtirs not yet, nor liſts her wy 
He too is fainting Help me, help me, ranger, / 
Whoe'er thou art, and lend thy hand to Toure 
Theſe bodies. : 3 lch 
Heli. Ha! "tis he! and with Almeria! 
O miracle of happineſs?! O joy [8611 034 
Unhop'd for! does Almeria live? | 15 6 f 

Oſm. Where is ſhe? DOVE CA 
Let me behold and touch her, and Bene 4 ** 


Tis ſhe ; © ſhew me her face, and let me feel 


Her lips with mine Tis ſhe, Pm not deceiv'a; 3 
I taſte her breath, I warm' d her, arid am 5 
Look up, Almeria, and bleſs me with thy eyes! 
Look on thy love, thy lover, and thy huſband ! * 

Alm. Ive ſworn I'll not wed Garcia; "uy dye force me! 
Is this a father. | 

Oſm. Look on thy Alphonſo. 


Thy tather is not here, my ove, nor Garcia; 3 000 45 
i 45 O, 


- i me look on thee yet a li tile more. 
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Nor am I what I ſeem, but thy Alphonſo., -- M3 
« Wilt thou not know me? HHaſt thou then fargot me > 
« Haſt thou thy eyes, yet canſt not ſec e 73 
Am! ſo alter'd, or art thou fo chang'd, 
That leeing my dilguiſe, thou leelt not me ? 

Alm. It is, it is Alphonſo ; 'tis his face. 
His voice, I know him now, I know him all. 
O take me to thy arms, and bear me hence, 
© Back to the bottom of the boundleſs deep, 
© 'To ſeas. beneath, where thou ſo long haſt dwelt.“ 


Oh! how haſt thou return d? how haſt-thou, charm & 


The wildneſs of the waves and rocks to this? 
That thus relenting they, have giv'n thee back 
To earth, to light and life, to love and me. 
Oſm. O Fil not aſk, nor anſwer how, or Why? 
We both have backward trod the paths of fate, 
To meet again in life; to know I have thee, 
Is knowing more than ; any circumſtance 
Or means by Which I have thee= 
To fold thee: thus, to preſs; thy balmy lips, 
And gaze upon thy eyes; is ſo much joy, 
I have no leiture to reflect, or 1 
Or trifle time in thinking, 
Alm.. Stay a while- 


454 
'4 


5 1 * . : J — o 


Oſm. ing wouldſt thou ? thus 495 put me from 

| mee. 1 1 A 111 50 5 

Alm. Ves. [gaze ſo. 
6 "x m. And why? what Joſt "Nik mean; 35 doſt thou 

Alm. I know not, *tis to ſee thy face: I think 

10 is too much ! too much to bear, and live! P 

To ſee him thus again is ſuch. profuſion _ : 

Of joy, of bliſs I cannot bear . I muſt 


Be mad 1 cannot be tran ported thus l 


Oſin. Thou excellence, thou joy, 


thou heay' 0 


Alm. Where haſt thou, been ? and how art 


O my ſtrain d heart let me again be 


of love ! f 


thou alive'? 


* How is all this ? all pow'xtul heav'n, wel 
9 0 


Le, 


* 


For I weep to ſec; thee art 'thoy. not paler? 


X Arg Nori how thou art cha 
Om. Not in my lov " hk * 5 wk 


855 * 


4 ; ty: \ F 


* .Um,. No, no, thy griefs, r know, haye done this 


WIS to thee, 


We) 


Thou 
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Thou haſt wept much, Alphonſo, and, I "rs 
Too much; too tenderly lamented me. 12 
* Om. Wrong not my love, to ſay two tenderly ! 
No more, my life; talk not of tears or grief; 
Affliction is no more, now thou art found.  _ 
* Why doſt thou weep, and hold thee from my arms, 
My arms which ake to hold thee faſt, and grow 
To thee with twining ? come, come to my 1 Y 
Alm. Iwill, for I ſhould never look enough. 
« They would aue marry'd me; but had ſworn | 
© To'hew/hn'ahdl/ thee, and ſooner would have dyd— 
* Oſm. Perfection of all faithfulneſs and love'! 
Alm. Indeed I would Nay, I would tell thee all, 
© If I could fpeak, how I have mourn'd and Pray d: 
For I have pray d to thee, as to a ſaint: 
* And thou haſt heard my prayer; for chou art come 


en diſtreſs, to my deſpair, Whickheavn 


« Could only, by reflvidng Nas dne card. | . 
Oſm. Grant me but life, good heav'n, but length of | 


* pay ſome part, ſome little: af this debt, Yak p | 


* This countleſs. ſum of tenderleſs and love, 


For which I ſtand engag d to this all . 


Then bear me in a whirlwind to my fate, 
* Snatch me from life, and cut me ſhort un warn g's. 
6 Then, then *twill betenough I ſhall: be old. 


„ ſhall have livd beyond 41 ras then 


Of yet unmeaſur'd time; when I have +3270 X 


„This exquiſite, this moſt amazing goodneſs,” '- * 
Some ompence of love and matelileſs truth. 


In. 'Tis more than recompenee to ſee 16 face; 3 
If heav'n' is greater joy: it is no WED 


For 'tis not to be b et ſhall I ay? 


« ] have a'thouſand thingsts know and-aſk, 


And f e eee een lt hbpe, w 
All aaa t; that all at once thou art before n. 


„And With f uch fuddennbſs halt hit wy fight,” HD... 

« I; fiich/ſurpitze, ich ry ftery, ſurh eff 8 

„It hurties all my ſoul, and ftans my fenſel! | Hh 
Sure froth thy facher F tomb thou didh ariſe? ' 

Om. I did; and thou, my love, didſt 540 1. 

; True ; but pw. {0 nad chere! wert thou 


. 4 88 | | 
} 5407 Tp Oſm, 


* "wowed * abt thn 
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Oſm. 1 was, and lying on my father's lead, 
When broken echoes of a diſtant voice 
Diſturb'd the ſacred filence of the vault, 
In murmurs round my head. I roſe and liften'd, 
And thought I heard. thy ſpirit call Alphonſo; _ 
I thought I ſaw thee too; but O, I thought not 
That I indeed ſhould be 10 bleſt to ſee the- 
Alm. But ſtill, how cam'ſt thou hither ? how thus—oha! 
What's he, who, like thyſelf, is Uarted here 4 
Ere ſeen ? | 
Oſm. Where! ha? What do I ſee? Antauio 
Pm fortunate indeed my friend too, ſafe! 
Heli. Moſt happily, in finding you thus bleſo d. 
Alm. More miracles!. Antonio too eſcap'd ! 
Oſm. And twice eſcap'd, both from the rage of ſeas 
And war! for in the fight I ſaw him fall. 2 
Heli. But fell unhurt, a pris'ner as yourſelf, 
And as yourlelf made free: hither I came 
Impatiently to ſeek you, where I knew - | 
Your grief would lead you to.lament Anſelmo. _ 
© Oſm. There are no 33 or elſe all is ——_ 
| © Heli, I ſaw you on the ground, and rais d you up: : 
When, with aſtoniſhment, I ſaw. Almeria. 
| © Ofm. I ſaw her t00, and therefore ſaw not thee. 
Alm. Nor I, nor could I, for my eyes were vous. ' 
Oſm. What means the bounty of all -gracioshoes'n : 
That perſevering ſtill, with open hand 


It ſcatters good, as in a waſte of mercy '! 1 


Where will this end i. but heav'n as infinite jr £ 
In all, and can continne to beſtow, © 1 16: 
When ſcanty number ſhall be ſpent in telling. 

Leon. Or Pm, deceiv'd, or i beheld the glimpſe 

Of two, in ſhining habits, crols the ile; 

Who, by their pointing, ſeeni'd to mark this place. 
Alm. SureT have dreamt, if we muſt part ſo ſoon. - 
O/m. I:wiſh at leaſt our parting were a dream, 

Or we could ſleep till we again were met. 

Heli Zara, with Selim, Sir, Lſaw and know * em: 

You muſt be quick, for Love will lend her wings. 
Alm. What love? who is ſhe'! why are you alarm? 
Oſm. She's the reverſe of thee ; ſhe's my unhappinels. 

Harbour no thought that may diſturb chy peace; But 

But 


— 
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But gently take thyſelf away, left ſe 

Should come, and ſee the ſtraining of my eyes 

Jo follow thee'—— Retire, my love” In think how 
we may meet 

To part no more: my friend will tell thee all; 

How I eſcap'd, how I am here, and thus; 


How I am not calPd Alphonſo now, but 8 


And he, Heli. All, all he will unfold, 
Ere next we meet 
Alm. Sure we ſhall meet again. 5 
Oſm. We ſhall ; we part not but to meet again. 
Gladneſs and warmth of ever- kindling love _ 
Dwell with thee, and revive thy heart in abſcnce, 


 {Exeunt Alm. Leon. and Heli. | 


Oſman alone. 
Yet 1 behold her —yet, and now no more. 
Turn your lights inward, eyes, and view my thought, 


So ſhall you Ml] behold FEE *twill not be. 


O impotence of fight !——mechanic ſenſe, 
© Which to exterior objects ow'lt thy faculty, 
Not ſeeing of election, but neceſſit yx. 
Thus do our eyes, as do all common mirrors, 

* Succeſlively reflect ſuceeeding images; 


Not what they would, but muſt; a Rar, or wad ; 


of as the hand of Chance adiiniſters, | 
Not ſo the mind, whoſe undetermin'd view 
* Revolves, and to the preſent adds the yor 


Etſſaying farther to futurity ; 


« But that in vain, I have Almeria here 


N once, as I before have ſeen her often 


Enter Zara and Selim. 
Zara. See where he ſtands, folded and fix d to earth, 
Stiff'ning in thought, a ſtatue among ſtatues ! | 
Why, cruel Oſmyn, doſt thou fly me thus ? 
js it well done? is this then the return 


For fame, for honour, and for empire loſt ? 


© But what is loſs of honqur, fame and empire? 
Is this the recompence reſerv'd for love ? 
Why doſt thou leave my eyes and fly my arms, 
Fo find this place of horror and obſcurity ? 


Am I more loathſome to thee than the grave? 


That thou doſt ſeck to ſhield thee there, and ſhun 5 
e | 5 
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My love? but to the grave P11 follow thee—— 
He looks not, minds not, hears not : barb'rous man, 
Am I neglected thus? am I deſpis'd ? 
Not heard ! ungrateful Oſmyn! 
Oſm. Ha! tis Zara 
Zara. Ves, traitor! Zara, loſt, abandon'd Zara! 
Is a regardleſs ſuppliant, now, to Oſmy n. 
The ſlave, the wretch that ſhe e from death, 
Diſdains to liſten now, or look on Zara. * 
Oſm. Far be the guilt of ſuch reproaches from me 
Loſt in myſelf, and blinded by my thoughts, 


2% 


I ſa you not till now. 


Zara. Now then you ſee me 
But with ſuch dumb and thankleſs eyes you look, 
Better I was unſeen than ſeen thus coldly. 


Oſm. What would you from a wretch who came to 
mourn ? 
And only for his ſorrows choſe this ſolitude ? 
Look round, joy is not here, nor chearfulneſs, 
You have purſu'd misfortune to its dwelling, 


Vet look for gaiety and gladneſs there. 


Zara. Inhuman ! why doſt thou rack me thus, 
And with perverſeneſs from the purpoſe anſwer ? 
What is't to me, this houſe of miſery ? 
What joy do I require? If thou doſt mourn 
I come to mourn with thee; to ſhare thy griefs, 
And give thee for em, in exchange, my love 
 Oſm. O that's the greateſt grief I am ſo Poor, 
J have not wherewithal to give again. 
Zara. Thou haſta heart, tho tis a ſavage one; 
Give it me as it is; I aſł no more 
For all Pve done, and all I have endur d: 
For ſaving thee when I beheld thee firſt, 
Driv'n by the tide upon my country's coaſt, 
Pale and expiring, drench'd in briny waves, 1 
Thou and thy friend, till my compaſſion found thee : 
Compaſſion ! ſcarce wilbt own that name, ſo ſoon, 
So quickly was it love ; for thou wert godlike 
Elen then. Kneeling on earth, I loos'd my hair, 
And with it dry'd thoſe wat ry cheeks, then chaf'd 
Thy temples, till reviving blood aroſe, 
And, like * morn, vermillion d ger thy face. 


0 ben 
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O heav'n ! how did my heart rejoice and abe, 
When I beheld thẽ day-break of thy eyes, 
And felt the balm of thy reſpirin fig lips! 


< Oſm. O call not to my mind what you have done, 
© It ſets a debt of that account before me, 


Which ſhews me poor and bankrupt evn in hopes. 


Zara. The faithful Selim, and my women know 


he danger which I tempted to conceal you. 


Vou know how I abus d the cred'lous king; 
What arts Iuſed to make you paſs on him, 
When he receiwd you as the Prince of Fez ; 
And, as my kinſman, honourd and advanc'd you.” 
O, why do I relate what I have done ? | 
What did I not ? was't not for you this war 
Commenc'd ? not knowing who you were, nor why 
You hated Manuel, I urg'd my huſband 
o this Invaſion, whers he late was loſt, 
Where all is loſt, and I am made a ſlave. | 
« Ofm. You pierce my ſoul, I own it all—But white 
« 'The power is wanting to pay ſuch benefits, 
« *Tis treble anguiſn to a gen'rous heart, | 
« Zara. Repay me with thy heart - what doſt thou Karte 
% Make no reply “Is this thy gratitude! | 
Look on me now, from empire fall'n to lavery ! 
Think on my fſufF®rings firſt, - then look on me! 
Think of the cauſe of all, then view thyſelf? 
Reflect on Oſmyn, ard. then look on Zara, | 
The fall'n, the loft, and now the captive Zara, 
And now abandon' af, what then is Oſmyn ? 
Oſm. A fatal 'wretch—a huge ſtupendous ruin, 


That, tumbling on its prop, eruffi d all beneath, 


And bore contiguous palaces to earth. 
Zara. Vet thus, thus falPn, thus levelPd with the vileſt, 
If I have gain d thy love, tis glorious rain ! 
Ruin! *tis {till to reign, and to be more 
A queen ! for what are riches, empire, pow” r, 
* larger means to gratify the will? 
The ſteps on which we tread,' to riſe and reach 
Our wiſh, and that obtain'd, down with the ſcaffolding 
Of gs crowns, and thrones; they have ſerved their 


And Are, like lumber, to be lefe and ſcornd. 
| Ofm. 
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Oſm. Why was I made the inftrument, to throw 
In bonds the frame of this exalted mind ? wars 
Zara. We may be free, the conqueror is mine l. 
In chains, uiriſeen, I hold him by the heart, 
And can unwind and ſtrain him as I pleaſe. 
Give me thy love, III give thee liberty. 
Ofm. In vain you offer, and in vain require 
What neither can heftow. Set free vourſeif, 
And leave a ſlave the wretch that would be ſo. | 
Zara. Thou canſt not mean fo poorly as thou tall, ._ 
Oſm. Alas, you know me not, 5 
Zara. Not who thou art ! 1 
But what this laſt ingratitude declares, 
This grovelling baſeneſs Thou ſay ſt true, I know 
Thee not, for what thou art yet wants a name: 
Ey ſomething ſo unworthy and ſo vile, | 
That to have lov'd thee makes me yet more loſt 
'Than all the malice of my other fate. 
Traitor, monſter, cold and perfidious ſlave ! 
A ſlave, not daring to be free ! nor dares 
To love above lim, for tis dangerous: 
Tis that, I know, for thou doſt look with eyes 
Sparkling defire, and trembling to poſſeſs. _ 
© I know my charms have reach'd thy very ſoul, 
And thrilPd me through with darting fires : but thou 
Doſt fear ſo much, thou dar'ſt not with.” The King! 
There, there's the dreadful ſound, the King's thy rival ! 
Sol. Madam, the King is here, and entring now. 
Zara. As I could wiſh ! by Heaw'n Tl be reveng' d. 
Enter the King, Perez, and Attendants. 
King. Why does the faireft of her kind withdraw 
Her ſhining from the day, to gild this ſcene 
Of death and night? Ha! what diſorder's this? 
Somewhat I heard of King and rival mentioned. 
What's he that dares be rival to the King, 
Or lift his eyes to like where I adore? 


Zara. There, he, your priſoner, and that was my ſlave. 


King. How ! better than my hopes! does ſhe accuſe 


| him ? «Mid [Ade 
© irq Am I become ſo low by my captivity ; 
And do your arms fo leſſen what they conquer, 
That Zara muſt be made 99 of ſlaves ? 


y And 
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And ſhall the wretch, whom yeſter Sun beheld 
Waiting my nod, the creature of my pow F, 
Preſume to- day to plead audacious love, 
And build bold hopes, on my dejected fate? 
King. Better for him to tempt the rage of een 
And wrench the bolt, red-hifling from the hand 
Of him that thunders, than but think that inſolence. | 
"Tis daring for a God. Hence to the wheel 
With that Ixion, who aſpires to hold | 
Divinity embrac'd ; to whips and priſons - W. 
Drag him with ſpeed, and rid me of his factde. 
{Guards ſeize Oſmyn. 
Zara. Compation led e beans his ſtate, 
Whole former faith had merited much more; 
And through my hopes in you, I undertook | 
He ſhould be ſet at large: thence ſprung his inſolenge, 
And what was charity, he conſtru'd love. | 
King. Enough, his puniſhment be what you pleaſe. 
Bur let me lead you from this place of ſorrow, | 
To one where young Delights attend; and Joys, 
Vet new, unborn, and blooming in the bud, 
Which wait to be full-blown at your approach, 
And ſpread, like roſes, to the morning ſun :” 
Where cv'ry hour mall roll in circling joys, 
And Love ſhall wing the tedious-walting day. 
Life without Love is load; and Time ftands til : 
What we refuſe to him to Death we give; 
And n then n when we love, we live. [Excunt. 


"ACT m. SCENE + Priſon. 
| Oſmyn alone, with a Paper. 


UT now, and I was closd within the tomb 
That holds my father's aſhes ! and but now, 
Where he was pris ner, I am too impriſon'd ! 
Sure 'tis the hand of heav'n that leads me thus, 
And for ſome purpole points out theſe remembrances! ' 
In a dark corner of my cell I found 
This paper! what it is this light will 8 os 
45 my Ha! Reading. 
F my Alphonſo live, reſtore him, Ae 5 FO. 

Give me more weight, crulh my ps years 
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With bolts, with chains, impriſonment, and want ; 

But bleſs my ſon ! vifit not him for me! et, 

3 his hand ! this was his prayer! —yet more:) 

Let ev'ry hair, which ſorrow by the roots [ Reading. 
Tears fro my hoary and devoted head, 3 
Be doubled in thy mercies to my ſon - 

Not for myſelf, but him, hear me, all-graciour=— 
"Tis wanting what ſhould follow :—Heav'n ſhould follow, 
But 'tis torn off. Why ſhould that word alone 

Be torn from this petition ? 'Twas to heavin, _ 
But heav'n was deaf, heav'n heard him not; but thus, 
Thus as the name of heav'n from this is torn, 


So did it tear the ears of mercy from 


His voice, ſhutting the gates of pray'r againſt him ! 


If Piety be thus debarr'd acceſs 


On high, and of good men the very beſt 

Is fingled out to bleed, and bear the ſcourge, 

What is reward? or what is puniſhment ? 

But who fhall dare to tax eternal juſtice ? 

Yer I may think—T may, I muſt; for thought 
Precedes the will to think, and error lives 

Ere Reaſon can be born, * Reaſon, the power 

To gueſs at right and wrong, the twinkling lamp 

© Of wand'ring life, that winks and wakes by turns, 
« Fooling the follower betwixt ſhade and ſhining.” 
What noiſe! Who's there? my friend, how cam'ſt thou 


. N 
| een Heli. -- N 
Heli. The time's too precious to be ſpent in telling. 


The Captain, influenc'd by Almeriz's power, 


Gave order to the guards for my admiuance. 
Oſm. How does Almeria? But I know ſhe is 
As Lam. Tell me, may I hope to ſee her? 
Heli. You may: anon, at midnight when the King 
Is gone to reſt, and Garcia is retir'd, 
(Who takes the privilege to viſit late, 
Preſuming on a bridegroom's right) ſhe'll come. 

' Oſm. She'll come ! *tis what I wiſh, yet what I fear, 
She'll come; but whither, and to whom? O heav'n ! 
To a vile priſon, and a captive wretch ; 

Toe one, whom had ſhe never known, ſhe had 
Been happy ! Why, why was that heay'nly creature 
_ C 2 : Abandon'd 
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Abandon'd ver to love what hea: 'n forſakes ? 
Why does ſhe follow, with unwearied ſteps, 
One, who has tir d misfortune with purſuing ? 
One, driv'n about the world like blaſted leaves 
* And chaff, the ſport of adverſe winds ; till late 
At length impriſon'd in ſome cleft of rock, 
On earth it reſts, and rots to ſilent duſt.” ' 
Heli. Have hopes, and hear the voice of better fate. 
Loe learn'd there are diſorders ripe for mutiny 
Among the troops, who thought to ſhare the plunder, _ 
Which Manuel to his own ule and avarice 7 
Converts. This news has reach'd Valentia's frontier, - 
Where many of your fubjects, long oppreſs d | 
With tyranny and grievous impoſitions, 
Are riſc,; in arms, and call for chiefs to head 
And lead them to regain their rights and liberty. 

Oſm. By heav'n, chou'aſt rous d me from my lethargy?! | 
The ſpirit, which was deaf to my own wrongs, _ 
And the loud cries of my dead father's blood ! 
Deaf to revenge==nay, which refus'd to hear 

The piercing ſighs and murmurs of my love 
© Yet unenjoy'd ; what not Almeria could 
Revive or raiſe, my people's voice has waken'd! 
“ Heli. Our poſture of affairs and ſcanty time, a 
« My Lord, require you ſhould compoſe yourſelf, * | 
« Oſm,” O my Antonio, I am all on fire? 
My ſoul is up in arms, ready to charge 
And bear amidſt the foe with conquering troops. 
I hear 'em call to lead em on to liberty, 
Ta victory! their ſhouts and clamours rend i 
My ears, and reach the heav'ns ]! Where is the King? 
Where is Alphonſo ? Ha! where, where indeed ? | 
O! I conld tear and burſt the ſtrings of life, 
Tro break theſe chains! Of! off! ye ſtains of royalty! 
Off, Slavery! O curſe! thatIalone _ 5 
Can beat and flutter in my cage, when Þ 
Would ſoar, and ſtoop at victory beneath! | 
Heli. * Our poſture of affairs and ſcanty time, 
My Lord, require you ſhould compoſe yourlelt, 
And think on what we may reduce to practice. 
Abate this ardour, Sir, or -we are loft.” 
Zara, the cauſe of your reſtraint, may be 
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The means of liberty reſtor d. That gain'd, 
Occaſion will not fail to point out ways 25 
For your eſcape : mean time, Te thought already 
With ſpeed and ſafety to convey myſelf, f 
Where not far off ſome malcontents hold council 
Nightly, who hate this tyrant; ſome, who love 
Anſelmo's memory, and will, for certain, 


When they ſhall know you live, aſſiſt your cauſe. _ 


/ 4 My friend and counſellor, as thou think'ft fit; 
So do 


I will with patience wait my fortune. 
Heli. When Zara comes, abate of your averſion, 
Oſm. I hate her not, nor can diſſemble love: 

But as I may, I'll do. have a paper 
© Which I would ſhew thee, friend, but that the ſight 
© Would hold thee here, and clog thy expedition. 

Within I found it, by my father's hand 

* "Twas writ ; a pray'r for me, wherein appears 

© Paternal love prevailing o'er his ſorrows ; 

Such fanctity, ſuch tenderneſs fo mix 
With grief, as would draw tears. from inhumanity.. 
Heli. The care of Providence ſure left it there, 
To arm your mind with hope. Such piety 
Was never heard in vain : Heav'n has in ſtore 

For you thoſe bleſſings it with-held from him. 

In that aſſurance live; which time, I hope, 


- © And our next meeting, will confirm. 


Oſm. Farewel. 1 | 
My friend: the good thou doſt deſerve, attend thee. 


EN | Oſmyn alone . 
Pve been to blame, and queſtion'd 


[Exit Heli, 


with impiety 


The care of heavin, Not ſo my father bore 


More anxious grief. This ſhould. have better taught me; 
This leſſon, in ſome hour of inſpiration 


By him ſet down: when his pure thoughts were borne, 


Like fumes of facred incenſe, o er the clouds, 

And watted thence, on angels wings, through ways . 
Of light, to the bright ſource of all. For there 
He in the book of preſcience ſaw this day; 

And waking to the world, and mortal ſenſe, 

Left this example of his reſignation,) 

This his laſt legacy to me; which, here, 
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Pl! treaſure as more worth than diadems, 
Or all extended rule of regal pow'r. 
OT 5 Enter Zara veil d. | 
Oſm. 9 brightneſs breaks upon me thus through 
ades, 7 | Gs 
And promiſes a day to this dark dwelling ? 
Is it my love? 5 | f 
Zara. O that my heart had taught [lifting her veil, 
Thy tongue that ſaying! | 
ſm. Zara] I am betray'd by my ſurpriſe ! 
Zara. What, does my face diſpleaſe thee ? 
That having ſeen it thou doſt turn thy eyes 
Away, as ſrom deformity and horror? 
If fo, this ſable curtain ſhall again 
Be drawn, and I ſtand before thee ſeeing, 
And unſeen. Is it my love? Aſk again 
That queftion ; ſpeak again in that ſoft voice; 
And look again with wiſhes in thy eyes. 
O no, thou canſt not, for thou ſeeft me now ! 
As ſhe whoſe ſavage breaſt hath been the cauſe 
Of theſe thy wrongs ! as ſhe whoſe barb'rous rage 
Has loaded thee with chains and galling irons : 
Well doſt thou ſcorn me, and upbraid my falſenetl; : 
Could one who lov'd, thus torture whom ſhe loy'd ? 
No, no; it mult be hatred, dire revenge, : 
And deteſtation, that could uſe thee thus! IM 
© So doit thou think; then do but tell me fo ! 
Tell me, and thou ſhalt ſee how T1] revenge 
Thee on this falſe one, how Tl ſtab and tear 
This heart of ſtint till it ſhall bleed! and thou 
halt weep for mine, forgetting thy own miſeries.“ 
O ſm. You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to believe 
| bear my fortunes with ſo low a mind, 
As {till to meditate revenge on all 8 
£ Whom chance, or fate working by ſecret cauſes, 
Has made per- force ſubſervient to the end 
The heav'nly Powers allot me'! no, not you, 
But Deſtiny and inauſpicious ſtars | 
Have caſt me down to this low being : or 
Granting you had, from you I have deſery'd-it. _ 
Zara. Canſt thou forgive me then? wilt thou believe 
So kindly of my fault, to call it madneſs ? 3 


O give 


Fl 


THE MOURNING BRIDE. 31 


O give that madneſs yet a milder name, 


And call it paſſion ! then, be ſtill more kind, 


And call that paſſion love! 
Oſm. Give it a name, 
Or being as you pleaſe, ſuch I will think it. 


Zara. O thou doſt wound me more with this thy 
goodneſs, 


Than e'er thou couldſt with bittereſt pe ! 


Thy anger could not pierce thus to my heart * 
Oſm. Yet I could wiſh 


ara. Haſte me to know it | what? 


On. That at this time I had not been this thing. 
Zara. What thing? 


Oſm. This flave. 
Zara. O heavn; my fears! beet 


This thy filence ! ſomewhat of” high concern, | 


Long faſhioning within thy labouring mind, 
And now juſt ripe for birth, my rage has ruin'd ! 


Have I done this? Tell me! am I ſo curgd d? 


Oſm. Time {till may have one tated hour to come, 


; Which, wing'd with liberty, might overtake 


Occaſion paſt. 

Zara. Swift as occaſion, I | 
Myſelf will fly: and earlier than the morn 
Wake thee to freedom! Now tis late; and yet 
Some news few minutes paſt arriv'd, which ſeem'd 
To ſhake the temper of the King Who knows 


What racking cares diſeaſe a mma bed ? 


Or Love, that late at night ſtill lights his lamp, 
* And ftrikes his rays through duſk and folded lids, 


_ © Forvidding reſt, may ſtretch his eyes awake, 


And force their balls abroad at this dead hour! 
© Tl try”? 


Oſa, I have not merited this grace; 


Nor, ſhou d my ſecret purpoſe take effect, 


Can I repay, as you require, ſuch benefits, 


Zara. Thou canſt not owe me more, nor have I more 


To give, than I've already loſt. But now, 

So does the form of our engagements reſt, 
Thou haſt the wrong till I redeem thee henee : - 
That done, I leave thy julkes to return 


My love. ww K (Ea. 
Oſmyn 
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This woman has a ſoul 
Of godlike mould, intrepid and 8 


32 


| Aid. challenges, in ſpite of me, my belt 


Eſteem | © To this ihe's fair, few more can 3 
Of perſonal charms; or with leſs vanity 

« Might hope to captivate the hearts of 8 Pp 

But ſhe has paſſions which outſtrip the wind, 

And tear her virtues up, as tempeſts root 

The ſea. I fear, when ſhe ſhall know the truth, 


Some ſwift and dire event of her blind rage 


Will make all fatal! But, behold ! ſhe comes 
For whom I fear, to ſhield me from my fears! 
The cauſe and comfort of my boding heart! 
Enter Almeria. 
Oſm. My life, my health, my liberty, my all! 
How ſhall 1 welcome thee to this ſad place? 
How ſpeak to thee the words of joy and tranſport ? 


How run into thy arms with-held by fetters ? 
Or take thee into mine, while Im thus manacled 


And pinion'd like a thief or murderer ? 

Shall I not hurt or bruiſe thy tender body, 

And ftain thy boſom with the ruſt of theſe 
Rude irons ? Muft I meet thee thus, Almeria? 

Alm. Thus, thus; we parted, thus, to meet again. 
Thou toldeſt me thou wouldſt think how we might meet 
To part nd more Now we will part no more; 
For theſe thy chains, or death, ſhall join us ever. . 
_ * Oſm. Hard means to ratify that word YO en) 1 
That ever I ſhould think beholding thee 
© A torture yet, {ach is the bleeding anguiſh 


Of my heart, to ſee thy ſuffetings-w—O' heav'n 
That I could almoſt turn my eyes away, 
Or wiſh thee from my ſight. | 


Alm. O] ſay not ſo; 
© 'Tho' 'tis becaute thou lov me. Do not ſay, 
On any terms, that thou doſt wiſh me from thee. - 


© No, no, *tis-better thus, that we together 


© Feed on each other's heart, devour our woes 


Wich mutual appetite; and mingling in 
One cup the common ſtream of both our eyes, 


Thus 


13 


What doſt thou think? Look not ſo tenderly 


_ Grief could not double thus his darts againſt me. 


If there he ſhoot not every other ſhaft 3 
Thy ſecond ſelf ſhou'd feel each other wound, 


To that ſoul-racking thought. 
Indeed, if that be ſo; if m thy thy torment, - 
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Thus better, than for any cauſe to part, 


Upon me — ſpeak, and take me in thy arms - 
© "Thou canſt not! thy poor arms are bound, and ſtrive 1 
In vain with the remorſeleſs chains which gnaw 
And eat into the fleſh, feſb ring thy limbs | 
© With rankling ruſt,” TEM: | 

Oſm. Oh! O | 

Alm. Give me that ſigh. 

Why doſt thou heave, and ſtifle in thy eriefs ? 
Thy heart will burk, thy eyes look we and ftart ; 
Give thy ſoul way, and tell me thy dark thought. . 

Oſm. For this world's rule I would not wound thy breaſt 
With ſuch a dagger as then ſtruck my heart. 

Alm. Why? why? to know it cannot wound me more, 
Than knowing thou halt felt it. Tell it me, | 
Thou giv' me pain with too much tenderneſs ! | 

Oſm. And thy exceſſive love diſtracts my ſenſe! 

O would thou be leſs killing, ſoft, or kind, 


Alm, Then doſt me wrong, and grief. too * das 
heart, 


And woe ſhould be 3 in equal portions dealt. 
Jam thy wife 

Oſm. O thou haſt ſearch'd too deep; 
There, there I bleed; there pull the cruel cerds,. 
That ſtrain my cracking nerves ; engines and wheels, | 
That peace-meal grind, are beds of down and balm. 


Alm. Then I am curs'd 


Kill me, then kill me, daſn me with thy chains, 

Tread on me: What, am I the boſom-ſnake, 

That fucks thy warm life blood, and gnaws thy heart ? 

O that thy words had force to break thoſe bonds 

As they have ſtrength to tear this heart in 1 ; 

* So ſhould& thou be at large from all oppreſſion.” 

Am I, am I of all thy woes the worſt? _.. 
Ofm. My all of blits, my everlaſting life, 

Soul of my foul, and end of all my wiſhes, 


* 


3 8 
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Why doſt thou thus unman me with thy words? 


And thou doſt ſpeak of miſeries impoſſible. 


To graſp and reach what is deny'd my hands ! 
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And melt me down to mingle with thy weepings? _ 
Why doſt thou aſk ? Why doſt thou talk 1 
Thy ſorrows have diſturb'd thy peace of mind, 


Alm. Didſt not thou ſay that racks and wheels were balm 
And beds of eaſe, to thinking me thy wife? 
Oſm, No, no; nor ſhov'd the ſubtleſt pains that hell, 

Or hell-born malice can invent, extort | 
A wiſh or thought from me to have thee other. 1 
But thou wilt know what harrows up my heart: 
Thou art my wife——=nay, thou art my bride! 
The ſacred union of connubial love 5 45 

Yet unaccompliſh'd ; his myſterious rites 

© Delay'd; nor has our hymeneal torch | 

© Yet lighted up his laſt moſt grateful ſacrifice ; 

But daſh'd with rain from eyes, and ſwal'd with fighs, 
Burns dim, and glimmers with expiring light.” 

Is this dark cell a temple for that God? 

Or this vile earth an altar for ſuch offerings ? 
This den for ſlaves, this dungeon damp'd with woes; 

© Is this our marriage bed? are theſe our joys ?* 


FED *. ©. tt... 3 mas 


Is this to call thee mine? O hold, my heart 


To call thee mine ? Yes; thus, even thus to call 
Thee mine, were comfort, joy, extremeſt ecſtaſy ! 
But thau art not mine, not een in miſery ; 

And *tis deny'd to me to be ſo bleſs d. 
As to be wretched with the. | 

© Alm. No; not that JVC 
Th' extremeſt malice of our fate can hinder ; 
That ſtill is left us, and on that we'll feed, 
As on the leavings of Calamity, | 
There we will feaſt and ſmile on paſt diftre 


And hug, in ſcorn of it, our mutual ruin. 


Oſm. O thou, doſt talk, my love as one reſolv's, = 
Becauſe not knowing danger. But look forward ; 


Think of to-morrow, when thou ſhalt be torn 


From theſe weak, ſtruggling, unextended arms: 
Think how my heart will heave, and eyes will train, 


Think how the blood will tart, and tears will guſh 
Jo follow thee, my ſeparating ſoul P FT 

| Thipk 
4 
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hell, 
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Think how I am, when thou ſhalt wed with Garcia! 
Then will I ſmear theſe walls with blood, disfigure 
And daſh my face, and rive my clotted hair, 

Break on this flinty floor my throbbing breaſt, 

And grovel with zaſh' hands to ſcratch a grave, 


Stripping my nails to tear this pavement up 
And bury me alive. 8 


Alm. Heart - breaking horror ! 

Ofm. Then Garcia ſhall lie panting on thy boſom, 
Luxurious, revelling amidſt thy charms ; 
And thou perforce, muſt yield, and aid his tranſport. 
Hell! hell! have I not cauſe to rage and rave? 
What are all racks, and wheels, and whips to this? 
Are they not ſoothing ſoftneſs, ſinking caſe, 
And wafting air to this ?? O my Almeria! 
What do the damn'd endure, but to deſpair, 
But knowing heav'n, to know it loſt it for ever? 

Alm. O, I am ſtruck, thy words are bolts of i ice, 
Which mot into my breaſt now melt and chill me. 
I chatter, ſhake, and faint with thrilling fears, 
No, hold me bot O, let us not ſupport, 
But ſink each other, deeper yet, down, down, 
Where levell'd low, no more we'l] lift our eyes, 


But prone, and dumb, rot the firm face of earth 


With rivers of inceflant ſcalding rain.” 
Enter Zara, Perez, and Selim. 
Zara. Somewhat of weight to me requires his freedom: 


Dare you diſpute the king's command ? Behold 
The Royal Signet, 


Per. I obey ; yet beg 
Your Majeſty one moment to defer 
Your ent'ring, till the princeſs is return'd 
From viſiing the noble priſoner. 
Zara. Ha 
What ſay'ſt thou? 
Oſm. We are loſt! undone ! diſcover! 1 
© Retire, my life, with ſpeed Alas! we're ſeen: 
Speak of co 3 let her hear you ſpeak 
Of interce tor me with the King; 


Say . quickly to conceal our we, 


It poſſible * 
Alm, II cannot ſpeak, 


Ohe. 
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' Ofm, Let me | 
Conduct you forth, as:not t percciving * 
But till ſhe's gone; then bleſs me thus again 

Zara. Trembling and weeping as he leads her forth. 
Confuſion in his face, and grief in hers! 
'T'is plain Pye been abus'd— Death and deſtruction! 
How ſhall I ſearch into this myſtery? . 
The blueſt blaſt of peſtilential air 
Strike, damp, deaden her charms, and Kill his eyes; 3 
Perdition catch em both, and ruin part em. 

Oſm. This charity to one unknown, and thus 

{Aloud ro Almeria as ſhe goes off. 


Diſtreſod, heav'n will repay; all thanks are poor. 


[Exit Alm. 
Zara. Damn'd,damn'd diſſembler! yet Iwill be calm, | 
Choke in my rage, and know the utmoſt depth 


Of this deceiver=————You ſeem much ſurpriz d. 


Oſm. At your return ſo ſoon and unexpected. 
ara And ſo unwiſh'd, unwanted too, it ſeems. 


| Confuſion Vet I will contain myſelf. 
Vou're grown a favourite ſince laſt we parted : 
he 1 Pm ſaucy and intrudingg 


m. Madam! 
Zara. I did not know the princeſs favourite : 
You pardon, fir——miſtake.me not: you think 


Pm angry; you'redeceiv'd, I came to ſet 


You tree ; but ſhall return much hetter pleas d, 


To find you have an intereſt ſuperior. 


Oſm. You do not come to mock my miſeres! 
ara; I do. 
Oſm. I could at this time ſpare your mirth. 
Zara. I know thou could'ſ, but Iam not often pleas'd, 
And will indulge it now. What miſeries? 


Who would not be thus happily confin'd, 


'To be the care of weeping Majeſty i ? 


To have contending Queens, at dend of night, 


Forſake their down, to wake with'wat'ry eyes, 
And watch, like tapers, o'er your hour of reſt. 
O curſe ! I cannot hold 9 75 1 
Oſm. Come, tis too much. | | 
ara. Villain! 1 | 
Oſm. How, madam ! wit 


T 8 | Zara. 
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Zara: Thou ſhalt die. RAY 
Oſm. I thank you. 
ara, Thou y' ſt, for now 1 know for aw thou#'f 


live. 


Oſm. Then you may know for whom T4 lie. 
Zara, Hell ! hell! 


Yet PIl be cam Dark and unknown betrayer f 


But now the dawn begins, and the flow. hand 


Of Fate is ſtretch'd to draiv the veil, and leave 
Thee bare, the naked mark of public View. 
4 n. You may beftilldeceiv'd ; tis in my pow' rene 
lain d as Fam, to fly from all my wrongs, © 
25 145 free myſelf at once from miſery, 
% And you of me. 


« Zara. Ha! fayft thou But IN prevew i. 


Who waits nt 1 "As you will anſwer it, look this ſlave 
5 [To the r | 


I' ve been deceiv'd. The public ſafety now 
Requires he ſhould be more confin'd, and none, 


Attempt r no means to make himſelf away. 


Na, not the princeſs, ſuffer d for to ſee, 


Or ſpeak with him: Pl quit you to the King. 


Vile and ingrate ] too late thou ſhalt repent 


The baſe injuſtice thou haſt done my love; 
Ves, thou ſhalt know, ſpite of thy paſt diſtreſs; 


And all thoſe ills which thou ſo long haſt mourn'd, 
Heav'n has no rage like love to hatred turn d, ; 


Nor hell A 1 * 4 woman ſoorn d. 


1 — 4 22 
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ACT W. SCENE. e Gar. 


Enter Zara and Selim. 
Zara. 
HOU haſt already rack'd me with thy "I 
Therefore require me not to aſk thee twice; 
Re iy at once to all. What is concluded? 
Fel. Your;accuſation highly has incens'd 
The King, and were alone enough to urge 
The fate of Oſmyn ; but to that, freſh news 
Has ſince arriv'd, of more revolted troops. 


"Tis certain elt too is * and wick kim 


1 | | (Which 


. - 
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— — rd ñ—UVòUv3iv!! ——— 
: 21 WE! AI 8 ——— . — „ 


z8 THE MOURNING BRIDE. 
(Which breeds amazement and diſtraction) ſome 
Who hore high offices of weight and truſt, 
Both in the ſtate and army. This confirms | 
The King in full belief of all you told him 
Concerning Oſmyn, and his correſpondence 
With them who firſt began the mutiny. 
Wherefore a warrant for his death is ſign'd, 
And order given for public execution, 

Zara. Ha! haſte thee ! fly, prevent his fate and mine; 


Find out the King, tell him I have of weight 


More than his crown t'impart ere Oſmyn die. 
Hel. It needs not, for the King will. fraight be here, 
And as to your revenge, not his own int reſt, - | 


Pretend to ſacrifice the life of Oſmyn. 


Zara, What ſhall 1 ſay ! Invent, contrive, xi. 
Somewhat to blind the King, and fave his life | 

In whom I live. Spite of my rage and pride, 

I am a woman, and a lover ſtill. + 

O!] 'tis mare grief but to ſuppoſe his death, 

Than ſtill to meet the rigour of his ſcorn. 

From my deſpair my anger had its ſource; 

When he is dead, I muſt deſpair for ever. 


For ever! that's deſpair——it was diſtruſt 


© Before ; diſtruſt will ever be in love, 


And anger in diſtruſt ; both ſhort-liv'd gains ! | 


# But in deſpair, and ever-during death, 


No term, no bound, but infinite of — 
O torment but to think! what then to bear? 


Not to be borne Deviſe the means to ſhun it, 


Quick; or, by Heay? 5 „ this dagger drinks thy blood. 


el. My: life is your's, nor with I to preſerve it, 
But to ſerve you. I have already thought, x 

Zara. Forgive my rage ; I know thy love and truth, 
Bur ſay, what's to be done? or when, or how, 


Shall I prevent or-ſtop-th approaching danger? 


$1. You muſt ſtill ſeem moſt reſolute and fix d 
On Oſmyn's death; too quick a change of mercy 
Might breed ſuſpicion of the cauſe. Adviſe 


That execution might be done in 79 85 


Zara. On what pretence ? 
Sel. Your own requeſt's enough. _ 
However, ber a colour, tell him, ou 


Have 


le; 
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Have cauſe to fear his guards may be corrupted, 

And ſome of them bought off, to Oſmyn's intereſt, 

Who, at the place of execution, will 

Attempt to force his way for an eſcape ; 

The ſtate of things will countenance all ſuſpicions. 

Then offer to the King to have him ſtrangled 

In ſecret by your mutes: and get an order, 

That none hut mutes may have admittance to him. 

I can no more, the King is here. Obtain | 

This grant: Pl! acquaint you-with the reſt. Exit. 
Enter King, Gonſalez, and Perez. 

King. Bear to the dungeon thoſe rebellious ſlaves, 

Th' ignoble curs, that yelp to fill the cry, 

© And ſpend their mouths in barking tyrannys 

But for their leaders, Sancho and Remirez, 

Let 'em be led away to preſent death. 

Perez, fee it perform d. 

Gonſ. Might I preſume, 


Their execution better were deferr'd, 


Till Oſmyn die. Mean time we may learn more 
Ot this conſpiracy. | 
Then be it ſo. 

Stay, loldicr ; they ſhall ſuffer with the Moor. 2 

Are none return'd of thoſe that follow'd Heli ? 

| Gonf, None, Sir. Some papers have been ſince dif. 
coverd 

In Rodorigo's houſe, who fled with him, 

Which ſeem to intimate, as if Alphonſo 

Were {tiÞ alive, and arming in Valentia : 

Which wears indeed this colour of a truth, 

They who have fled have that way bent their courfe, 


Of the ſame nature divers notes have been 


Diſpers'd t amuſe the people; Whercupon 

Some ready of belief, have rais'd this rumour: 
That being ſav'd upon the coaſt of Atric, 

He there diſclos'd himſelf to Albucacim, 

And by a ſecret compact made with him, 
Open'd and urg d the way to this invaſion ; 
While he himſelſ, returning to Valentia 

In private, undertook to raiſe this tumult. 


Zara. Ha | hear'ſt thou that? Is Oſmyn then Alphonſo? 


O heav'n! a thoutand things occur at once 
D 2 * To 
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About the time our arms em 
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To my remembrance now, that make it plain. 
O certain death for him, as ſure deſpair | 
For me, if it be knoẽon lf not, what hope 
Have ? Yet 'twere the loweſt baſeneſs now, 
To yield him up No, I will conceal him 
And try the force of yet more obligations. 
Gonſ. Tis not impoſſible. Yet it may be 
That tome impoſtor has uſurp'd his name. 
Your beauteous captive, Zara, can inform, 
If ſuch an one, ſo ſcaping, was receiv'd, 
At any time, in Albucacim's court. wet” 
King. Pardon, fair excellence, this long neglect: 
An untorcſeen, unwelcome hour of buſinels, | 
Has thruſt between us and our while of love; 
But wearing now apace with ebbing ſand, 
Will cuckly walte, and give __ the day, 
Zara. Youre too ſecure ; the danger is more immis 
nent 7 Tu 
Than your high courage ſuffers you to ſee: 
While Oſmyn lives you are not ſafe, | 
King. His doom „ 
Is paſs d: if you revoke it not, he dies. 
Lara, "Tis well. By what J heard upon your entrance, 


I find JI can untold what yet conerns 


Yon more. One who did call himſelf Alphonſo 


Was caſt upon my coaſt, as is reported, 


And oft had private conference with the King; 


To what effect I knew not then: but he, 


Alphonſo, ſecretly departed gu 5 2 
arked for Spain, 
What I know more is, that a tripple league 
Of ſtricteſt friendſhip was profeſt between 
Alphonſo, Heli, and the traitor Oſmyn. 
King. Public report has ratified in this. | 
Zara, And Oſmyn's death requir'd of ſtrong neceſſity. 
King. Give orders ſtrait, that all the pris'ners die. 
Zara. Forbear a moment, ſomewhat more I have 
Worthy your-private ear, and this your miniſter. 
King. Let all, except Gonſalez, leave the room. 
Excunt Perez, &c. 
Zara. I am your captive, and you've us'd me nobly ; 
And in return of that, tho otherwiſe 


Yaur 
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Your enemy, + I have diſcover'd Oſmya 8 

« His private practice and egnſpiracyx E330 

* Againft your ſtate ; and fully to diſcharge. 

© 'Myſelf of what Pve/undertaken,'mow!. 

I think it fit to tell you, that your guards 

Are tainted : ſome among them have reſoly'd 

To reſcue Oſmyw at the place of death. 
King. Is treaſon then ſo near us as our guards | 
Zara. Moſt certain; tho! my knowledge is not yet. 

So ripe, to point at the particular men, | & 
King. What's to be:done'? '/' 
Zara. That too I will adviſe. 


T have remaining in my train — mutes, 
A preſent once from the Sultana Queen, 

In the Grand Signior's court. Theſe from their infancy 
Are practisd in the trade of death; and ſhall | 


(As there the cuſtom is) in private ſtrangle 
Oſmyn. 
Gan My Lord, the Queen adviſes well. 
King. What of ring, or what recompence remains 


In me, that can be worthy ſo great ſervices ;.. 


To caſt beneath your feet the crown you've bid, 


Tho' on the head that wears it, were too little. 


Zara. Of that hereafter: but, mean time, tis fit 
Vou give ſtrict charge, that none may be admbted * 


Jo ſee the pris ner, bur ſuch mutes as 4 


Shall ſene.. 1 27 
King. Who waits . BE | 7 
Enter Perez. YL ei 


King. On your life take heed, 


That only Zara's mutes, or ſuch "id bring 


Her warrant, have admittance to the Moor. 
Zara. They, and no other, not the ene ſelf. 


Per. Your Majeſty thall be obey d. B 
King. Retire. ö A NI [ExtePerext 
Gonſ. That idterdicton- le particular, n e 
Pronounc'd with vehemence Princeſo, | 


Should have more meaning than appears barefac d. 

The King is blinded by * love, and heeds 

It not — Vour majeſty ſure might have par 4 

The laſt reſtraint; you hardly ean ſuſpect 

The Princeſs is s conlee'rate with be __ - | 
23 B 513 n. 
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Zara, Tve heard her charity did once n. 
| $0 far to viſit him, at his "requeſt, 14309 
| Gon. Ha! | 
King. How? ſtile viſit Ofmayn What! my nter! ? 
Gel. Madam, take heed ; or 1 have ruin d all. 


[ Afide to Zara. 


Zara. And after did ſolicit you on his 
Beha. 
King. Never. Vou have been miſinform "I 
+ Zare. Indeed! then 'twas a whiſper ſpread by fome, 
- Who wiſh'd it ſo ; a common art in courts, 
I will retire, and inſtantly prepare 
Inſtruction for my miniſters of death. . 
[ [Exeunt Zara and Selim. 
G00 There's ſomewhat yet of myſtery in this: 
Her words and actions are obſcure and double, 
Sometimes concur, and ſometimes diſagree : 
I hike it not, 
King. What doft thou think, Gonſalen? 
Are we not much indebted to this Fair-one ? 
Gp/. Iam a little flow of credit, Sir, 
In the ſincerity of women's actions. 
Methinks this lady's hatred to the Moor 
Diſquiets her too much; which makes it ſeem 
As if ſhe'd rather that ſhe: did not hate him. 
I with her mates are meant to be employ'd 
As ſhe pretends -I doubt it now Your guards 
Corrupted ! how ? by whom ? wh6 told her ſo ? 
T th' evening Oſmyn was to die; at midnight | 
She begg'd the royal fignet to releaſe him; 
T th' morning he muſt die again; ere noon 
Her mute: alone muſt ſtrangle him, or he'll 
Eſcape. "This put together ſuits not well, ; 
King. Yet that there's truth in what ſhe has diſcover'd, 
k manifeſt from every circumſtance. 
This tumult, and the lords who fled with Hell, 
Ate confirmation — that Alphonſo lives, 
C Agrees expreſly too with her report. 
| Gonſ. Lgrant it, Sir; and doubt not, but in rage 
Of jealouſy, ſhe has diſcover'd what 
She now repents. It may be Tm deceiv'd : 
But why that needleſs caution of the Princeſs? - + | 
What if ſhe had ſecn Oſmyn? tho cwere ſtrange; She 
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But if ſhe had, what was't to her? unleſs - + =: 


She fear'd her ſtronger charms might cauſe che Moor 5 
8 to revolt. 


King. I thank thee, friend: IE 
There's reaſon in thy doubt, and I am warn'd. 
But think'ſt thou that my daugher ſaw this Moor? 
Gonſ. If Oſmyn be, as Zara has related, 


Alphonſo's friend, * tis not impoſſible 


But ſhe might wiſh, on his account, to ſee him, 

King. Say'lt thou! By heav'n thou haſt roug'd a thought 
That Hie a ſudden earthquake ſhakes my frame. 
Confuſion ! then my daughter's an accomplice, 

And plots in private with this helliſh Moor, 
Gonſ, That were too hard a. Oe "ve ſee. ſhe 


CONC ———— 
'T were not amiſs to queſtion hex a little, 
And try, howe'er, it I've divind aright. 


If what ] fear be true, ſhe'll be concern'd 


For Oſmyms death, as he's Alphonio's friend: | 
Urge that, to try if ſhe'll ſolicit for him. 
Enter Almeria and Leonora. *Y 


King. Your coming has prevented me, Almeria 
J had determined to have ſent for you. 


Let your attendant be diſmiſs d; 1 have 
| [Leonora retires. 


To talk with: you. Come near; why doſt. thou ſhake ? 


What mean thoſe {wolPn and red-fleck'd eyes, that look 


As they had wept in blood, and worn the night 
In waking anguiſh ? Why this on the day 
Which was deſign'd to celebrate thy nuptials ;. 
But that the beams of light are to be ſtain'd: 

With reeking gore from traitors on the rack? 
Wheretore J have dcterr'd the marriage: rites, 


Nor ſhall the guilty horrors of this day 
Prophane that jubilee, - 


Alm. All days to me | 
Henceforth are equal: this-the day of Jeath, 


Fo-morrow, and the next: and each that follows, 
Will undiſtinguith'd roll, and but prolong 
One hated line of more extended woe, 


King. Whence is. thy grief ? Give me to know the | 


caule ? , 


And look thou anſwer me with truth ? for "LAY W 8 


lon 


14 THE MOURNING BRIDE: 


I im not unacquainted with thy falſehood. | 
Way art thou mute? baſe and degen'rate maid ?' 
Gonſ. Dear madam, ipeak,-or you'll incenſe the King. 
Alm. What ist to (peak ? or whereſore. ſhou'd I. ſpeak ? 
What mean theſe tears, but grief unutterable ? 
King. . are the dumb confeſſions of thy guilty 
min 
They mean thy guilt; and ſay thou wert conſe@'rate 
Wich damn'd conſpirators to take my life, | 
O impious pere no can'ſt thou ſpeak ? ? 
Alm. O earth, behold, I kneel upon thy boſom, 
And bend my flowing eyes, to ſtream upon 
Thy face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield 2 
Open thy bowels of compaſlion, take 
Into thy womb the laſt and moſt forlorn 
Of all thy'race ! Hear me, thou common parent! 
I have no parent 'elſe—be thou a mother, 
And ſlep between me and the curſe of him, 
Who was=who was—but is no more a father, | 
But brands my innocence with horrid crimes ; 
And for the tender names of child and daughter, 
Now calls me a murderer and parricide, | 
King. Riſe, I command thee=and, if thou wouldſ 
Acquit thyſelf of thoſe deteſted names 
Swear thou haſt never ſeen that foreign dog, 
Now doom'd to die; that moſt accurſed Oſmyn. 
Alm. Never, but as with innocence [ might, 
And free of all bad purpoſes : ſo heav't's | 
My witneſs. 
EKing. Vile equivocating wretch | 
With innocence ! O patience ! hear ſhe owns it 
Confefles it! by heav'n, PI have him rack d, 
Torn, mangled, flay'd, impaP dial Paine nd tore: 
| tures 
That wit of man and dire revenge can think, 
Shall he accumulated, under- bear. 
lm. Oh, Tam loſt — there fate begins to wound; 
King. Hear me, then, if thou can't reply know, 
_ traitreſs, 
Im not to learn that curs'd Alphonſo lives : : 3 
Nor am I ignorant what Oſmyn is- —— 
An. Then all! is ended, nd. we both muſt die: 55 
Ri mee 
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Since thou'rt.reveal'd, alone thou fhalt not die: 

And yet alone would I have dy'd, heav'n knows, 

Re eated deaths, rather than have reveaPd thee. 

es, all my father's wounding wrath, tho' eacly 

© Reproach cuts deeper than the keeneſt ſword, 

And cleaves my heart, I would have born it al, 

© Nay, all the pains that are prepar'd tor thee: 

* To the remorſeleſs rack I wou'd have giy'nv. 

This weak and tender fleſh to have been bruis'd- 

© Andtorn, rather than have reveab'd thy being.” 
King. Hell! hell! do hear this, and wow endure f 

What darſt thou to my face avo thy guilt? 

Hence, ere I curſe - fly my juſt rage with ſpeed ; 

Leſt J forget us both, and fpurn thee from me. 
Alm. And yet a father? think I am your child! 

Turn not your eyes away look on me kneeling ** 

Now curſe me if yqu can, new ſpurn me off. 

Did ever father curſe his kneeling child? | 

Never; for always bleſſings crown that poſture. .. 

© Nature inclines, and. half-way meets that duty. 

© Stooping to-raiſe from cath the filial rev'rence ; _ 

© For bended knees teæturning-folding arme. 

© With pray'rs, and bleflings, and paternal love. 


O hear me then thus crawling on the ear... 


King. Be thou advis d, and let me go, while yet 
The light impreſſion, thou haft made, remains. 
Alm. No, never will J riſe, nor looſe this hold, 
Till you are mov'd, and grant that he may live. 

King. Ha! who may live? take heed, na more of that; 
For on my ſoul he dies, tho? thou and I. 
And all Mond follow to partake his doom. 
Away, off, let me go Call her e 41 $65 


Leonora and Homen returns 
Alm, Drag me, harrow the earth with my bare e 


V1] not go till you have ſpar'd my huſband. £ 

King. Ha! © what ſayeſt thou ?* Huſband ! Huſband! 
© damnation | 

c What huſband ' which? who ? 
Alm. He, he is my huſband. 
King. Poiſon and daggers ! who * D 
Alm. O ¶Fuints. 
Got. Help, ſupport her? {XI $4 


a —— CFC ˙:Q—ꝛ—̃ nnn * . 
r r * 
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um. Let me go, let me fall, ſink deep——T'I dig, 
TH dig a grave, and tear up Death; I Will, 
III ſcrape till I collect his rotten bones, © 
And cloath their nakedneſs with my own fleſh 7 
Yes, I will trip off life, and we will change: 
I will be Death; then, tho? you kill my huſdand, 
He ſhall be mine ſtill, and for ever mine. 
King. What huſband ? whom doſt thou mean? 
Gon She raves Fon df HT HT TA 5 1 
Alm. O that I dil! Oſmyn, He is my huſband, 
Alm. Not Oſmyn, but Alphonſo is my dear 
And wedded huſband Heav'n, and air, and ſeag, 
Ye winds and waves, I call ye all to witneſs ! 9 
King. Wilder than winds or waves thyſelf doſt rave. 
Shou'd I hear more, I too ſhow'd catch thy madneſs. 
* Yet ſomewhat ſhe muſt mean of dire import; 
Which Pl! not hear, till, Lam more at peace.” 
Watch ker returning ſenſe, and bring me word : * 
And look that ſhe attempt not on her life. [Exit King. 
An. O ſtay, yet ftay ! hear me, I am not mad! 
I wou'd to heaven I were He's gone? 
Gonf. Have comfort. 985 
Alm. Curs'd be that tongue that bids me be of 
comfort ! | 1 . 
Curd my on tongue, that cou d nat move his pity! 


Curs d theſe weak hands, that could not hold him here! 


For he is gone to doom Alphonſo's death. 
Gonſ. Your too exceſſive grief works on your fancy, 
And deludes your ſenſe. Alphonſo, if living, 
Is far from hence, beyond your father's po- r. 
Alm. Hence, thou deteſted, ill-tim'd flatterer ! 
Source of my woes ! thou and thy race be curs'd 1. 
But doubly thou, who couldft alone have policy 
And fraud, to find the fatal ſecret cut, 
And know that Oſmyn was Alphonſo ! 
Gon Ha! „ 
Alm. Why doſt thou ſtart? what: doſt thou ſee or hear ? 


Is it the doleſul bell, tolling for death? 1 


Or dying groans from my Alphonig's breaſt? 

See, ſee! look yonder, where a grizzled; pale, 

And ghaltly head glaros by, all ſmear'd with blood, 
ITY | — Gafping 


— r 
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Galping as it wou'd ſpeak! and after, ſee?! fs 

Behold a damp, dead hand has dropp'd a dagger : 

P11 catch it—Hark! a voice cries Murder ! ah! 

My father's voice -hollow it ſounds, and calls 

Me from the tomb —PIl follow it; for there 

1 ſhall again behold my dear Alphonſo. | 

[Exeunt Alm. and Leo, 

| Gonſalez alone. 
She's rently gies? nor am I leſs ſurpriz d. 

Oſmyn Alphonſo ! no, ſhe over rates 

My policy: I ne er ſuſpected it; | 

Nor now had known it, but from her miſtake. 

Her huſband too! ha! where is Garcia then ? 

And where the crown that ſhould deſcend on him, 

To grace the line of my poſterity ? | 

Hald, let me think——if I ſhould tell the . | 

Things come to this extremity ? his daughter 

Wedded already hat if he ſhou'd yield ? 

Knowing no remedy for what is paſt ? 

And urg'd by Nature pleading for his child, 

With which he ſeems to-be already ſhaken ; 

And tho I know he hates beyond the grave 

Anſelmo's race; yet if-—that If concludes me. 

To doubt, when 1 may be aſſur'd, is folly. 

But how prevent the captive queen, who means 

To ſet him free? Ay, now 'tis plain: O well 

Invented tale! he was Alphonſo's friend. 

This ſubtle woman will amuſe the King, 


* 


If I delay twill door better ſo. 


One to my wiſh. A thou art welcome ! 
Enter Alonzo.” 


Alon. The King expects your lordſhip. 
Gonſ. Tis no matter: 


I'm not? the way at preſent, good Alonzo. 

Alon. If't pleaſe your man PU return. and lay 
I have not ſeen you; | 

Gonſ. Do, my belt Alonzo, | 2 
Yet ſtay, I would but 80; anon will lere | 
Yet I have that requires thy ſpeedy help. e 
I think thou would'ſt not ſtop to do me ſerviee. : 

Alon. I am Fo WERE: . 

Goof 


- 
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Gon. Say thou art my friend. 

Te ſeen th ſword do-noble execution, mae 
Alon. All that it can your lordſhip ſhall #66035 6 pp 15 
Gonſ. Thanks, and [ take ho! malig word. Apr 


ſeen 
Among the followers of ofthe captive een TR 
Dumb men, who make their meaning known by ſigns, 


Alon. J have, my lord. 

Gonſ. Could thou procure, with ſpeed 1 
And privacy, the wearing garb of one 404100 
Of thoſe, tho purchas'd by his death, I'd give, © 
Thee ſuch reward, as ſhould excged;thy wiſh. ff 

Alon. Conclude it e | Where a I; wait ; you 

lordſhip , 

Geiß. At my apartment. Vie thy memos emed; 

i And ſay Tre not been rene good Alonzo. 


* - 

: 80, this can 1 hardly £ fail, Alphonla.flain, | 7 
The greateſt obſtacle js then remov'd, 11 WITS 
Almeria widow'd, yet again may wed :. 1 tie h 
And I yet fix thecrown,on ind head, I [Ex#, 


. * , 
— TIL i 
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ACT v. SCENE e 


King, Perez, and Alonſo. | 
| : King. 1 7 9 0 1 

O w be found? In an ill hour he's abſents | 
None, ſay you? none? What, nat the 12 * 

| Eunuch? : i 
; Nor ſhe herſelf, nor any of her mutes, 
Have yet requir'd admittance? _ 

Per. None, my lord. 

King. Is Oſmyn ſo diſposd as I 8 2 


* Faſt bound in double chains, and at full lagen 


He lies ſupine on earth: with as much eaſe 
She might remove the centre of _ carth, | 
As Igoſe the rivets of his bonds. | 
King. Tis well. f 
[A mute appeart, and, * the King, retire, 
_ Ha! ſtop, and ſeize that mute; Alonzo, follow him. 
Ent ring he met my eyes, and bart back 


Frighted, 


* 


9 


] 
| 
] 
f 
4 
] 
7 
1 
4 
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Frighted and fumbling one hand in his hem. 
ee lee N 

HAlenaeffellxu him; Tunern -b. | 

Alon, A blogdy.,proof . 

King. What dolt mou mean r 971735 L A. 

Alon. Soon Fe mit, - 2-4 26764 10 
= ſnatch'd>from onrchis ho aaa irene H 

— ne ret vr 11 0 
Th morſel N threat: omghtibicarn': |: 
And hardly wyrench his hand to wing — 
args an drew. a poniarq ſuam his ſide, 
inſtant plung'd it in his brekſt. 

18 Remove the hody thenee tra Zara ges it. i 
Alan. EI, be {hold dp borrow hi aire ) 


"Twill quit me neee — * 33 


2200 Ln * 19333 e, Aion. 
e Per. hate gr it is, ing's completion on turns?! 
| King. How's this? pay mortal foe henenth my. rod 
14 9122 22 250, 4 11 „ {Having retd ihr later. 
O zi give me patience, all ye powers! no, rather 
Give me 8 implasahlefMevenze. (1553 71 


"Poe be 1 and $ OWL . 
R 81 7% 41814 eb id my 0 


Into 055 . ing defcerids ? Lax 
How like elk „ when. Paſſion:txeadahiin dan 3A 


Ha! fiir ok on thy lite l Lar-thow wart f Ie 


And planted here to ſas we gorger this baitt 
And laſh againſt the hoc. y Heavin, vanulre * 
Rank traitors : thou art with the reſt combiafde- |. 
Thou knew ꝰſt that Olmpa de Alghonto; fine 1 

My daughter privately With iam ecinferr'd ; 21189105 baſs 
And wert , Spy, and Pander th ther memiüig- 


2 Wee — A g 


nu bas e115 Wnt 


180 5 t N 


| ; 
Paid nen ene 8 — Tee neee 


2 power V1 7, th 
*Y them 1 Es —.— wen maller. 


Per. It was-your Majcſhy'auocmmandh 1 eu 
* her ee 14.290 2 wit 13:04 PU. #4 


1 
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0 
Wy 
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| Thee free, Alrhonte ich Feursd, cursd 
| Falſe and perfidious Zara ! Struräp pet aaghter! 


Wh doſt than fart 2;;,Re 
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King. Reading.) fot fill will I fn 
ee 


Away, be gond, thou feeble" 0 fond Love, 
All Nature, Softneſs, Pity;" and Compaſſion," 9 A, 


This hour I throw ye off, and entertain 


—_ Hate within my: breaſt; Neven 250d Gall, 1 411 
e n, Haste, and e . 41 
ark theenwillain, traitor anfwer me, fave! 

Per. My ſerrice has not merited thofs titles. " 

_ King. Nan thou reply? e Take that—thy" ſeleice! 
think! - 10 3111 £35 - 2 Git [Strikes him: 

What's thy. whole life,-thy-ſouf, thy all, to my 

One moment's eaſe ? Heat my omnam ad; ; and lock 


That thou ohen or horror on thy h&gs 2 is 


Drench me thy dagger in Alphonſo's heart. 


, of 120 W . RY * | 
er. Sir, eg 242M Tt {21d vo nv 


King. — 9 r when ſhe comes to ſet him 


279 OG * ins 2901.1 


His teeth _ gin, me - by 


3 9 2 2 ; 

When thou haft ended him, bring me his = 

And let the cell where: hel! Apen to ſee him 

Be darken'd, ſo us to amuſc tlie fight, fo lic 1 701 

Tu be conducted thicher· mark me well Pp 
There with his turbant, and his robe Niners URI 221.4 
And laid-along, as he no.] fies ſupine, ne we, | 
I ſhall co her, to her ſace, of fallchood: | ons 15 
N ee hand, Zea hy 
And breathe ber f wpoh Hig 1 je ig, 3 "15 a, (294 
Bube Es Tito > We | 

ut ſee, n : 

Follow me, = ive heed to my Anglo. 1 um. 

| Zea end Schm. 10 % 201 ; 


71 „ 


4 T ure wb erm ha, "ras the King i 
14 5. helen yoo frowning he went | $ 
© His eygs likequetearsroHt'd; chen eddowy*” | 1 
* Their, red and enery beams 3-gs k his fight 
„ene like the raging Dog. lar, Horch the carth. iſ 


His eyes h 


E42 «as 6 «„ „ 


I plead not for a pardon, and to live, i; 
But to he puniſnid; and forgwen. Here, anke! 


| Asforfoiv-as thy life! ſome what of high: 
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6 And kindle ruin in its courſe * Dol think - 
He ſaw me? 


Kl. Yes bar then, as if he chought | 


* 
N e 
* a 


FE; 1 $377. 
erEd, he haſtily recalfd 5 100 15 
Th” imperfe joo, and ſternly tarn'd away. 


Zara. _- me when feen!. EPR _ haſt 8 / 


„Tit malob Artie begen Wipfeln, 
And, like a cobweh veil;: 3 TELE 
The face of thy deſign ; alone diſguiſing 
i What ſhow'd* have n&er been ſeen; Dpa Mif- | 

chief! 7 4 (#4 e N -* wy | {+ 12 
Thou, like the wide: v venomous and dof 


8 $65; 4 


Haſt fthang:the traveller; and, aſter; rn 

Not his purſuing vc ;. en when thou ben 

Jo hide, the ruſtling leaves and bentied graſs 10 

Confeſs, and point the path which thou — 

O fate af took ;. officious in contriving:; £ 2 0 % 

In executing, purrled, lame, n bet 
Se. Avert it, Hawn. that you adele 
R defect! or that the: means hieb 


Devis'd to ſerve: ſnould ruin your deſign! 
- Prefeience.is Heavn's alone, not giwn to man. AND. - 


If I have faibd in what, as being man 


I needs muſt fail; impute not as a crimm 9 55 | 5 1 
My Nature's: want; but puniſfi Nature in and "= IN: 


1% 3 
N 


I bare my breaſt ito meet your juſt revenge en 15 
Zara. | have not leiſure now to take fo poor 


And more important fate requires my 
When l've concluded on myſelf, if I 4) 
© Think fit, I'll leave thee my command to dis! 
Regard me well, and dare not to reply: + 

To what IL give in charge; for 'm abend 7 5 
Give order, that the two remaining wack Bt 3 
Attend me inſtantiy, with each bo-, +. 15 
Of ſuch ingredients mix d, as will with heed 

Benumb the living: Mou ral aye: Sf 391 e e 
Moſt eaſy and inevitable death. nnn 
Les, Oſmyn, yes; be * or Alphonſo, - EY + 


\ . 
7 


Flore em, to the palace walls! Unleſs 1 


2 TAE! MOURNING 111 . 
Tl give thee freedom, if thou dari „ 


Such liberty, as I embrace myſelf, nes 8 

Thou ſhalt partake,” Since Pates no more aft, „ 

I can but die with thee to beep ux my word. e 

| WR ck 4: £0} bk f T8 52 72 2 
"SCENE bolning firs the beh. 


Enter 5 Gates Wiſgnifed like a Mute, witha ; 


Conſ. Nat ecittinel, noriguard ! the Every ub! | 
And all as ſtill, as at the noon of nig! 


Sucr Death already has been buſy here. 1 eil n 


There lies my way | ! _ door too Is unlock 


OY 14 © [iLaokin fi 
Ha! ſure he ddepworelth Abs ea ; 


| A lamp, that feebly lifts a:ſickly flame, 111144 lt 


By fits reveals his face ſeems turn d, to-favour - „ E 
— — Ill ſtæal ma ns _ eiv d. 

What noiſe K, Alonzo > a 
Nobedy. Sure — — would 


Twere done ll craw!, and ſting him to the bete, | 


Then caſt myſkin,and leave i it chere to anſwer it; r i. 
Futter Garcia and Alon ze. 
Gar.Whese where, Alonzo? where's my facher? hers 
The King? confulien ? all is vn the rout! f 
Alls loſt ! all ruin d hv ſurprize and — 23 f 
Where, whare ũs he Why doſt thou miſlead 7 
Alon, My Lord, he entered but a moment de. 1 
And could nog pals me unperceivd What hoa ! 
My Lord, my Lord d /what hoa% my Lord Gonlalezt - £ 


% Daver Gonſaler bloody. 1 ABN 1 
Gonſ. Perditiqg choke PRE ne een 


. | 955 ano A 
Garcia! n 


Gar. Perdition, 1 nd; Deab;;! 
Are ent ring now our doors? Where is the King PL 


What means this blood ? and why this face of — A W 


Gonſ. Noanatter ! give mechirit to know the _ 


Of os Ba — r raſh. and ill cim exclamations :?? 


Gar. Phe eaſtern gate is to the foe hetray?d 1: oO 


| Who, but for heaps of Gain that'chbhe the paſſage, 


Had enter long ere now, and borne down 2 8 
| * The 


The earth already 
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The King in perſon animate our mon, 
Oats Joſt ! and to confirm this fear, 


The traitor Perez, and the Captive Moor, 


Are through a poftern fled, and join the foe ! | 
Gonſ. Would all were falſe as that! for —_— cal 
The Moor is dead. That Oſmyn was Alphonſo: 


In whoſe heart's blood this poniard yet is warm. 


Gar. Impoſſible! for Oſmyn was, while flying, | 


N aloud by Perez for Alphonſo! 


Gonſ. Enter that chamber, and convince your eyes, 
How much report has wrong 4 your eaſy faith. 
[Garcia goes in. 
Alon. My Lord, for certain truth Perez is * * 
And has declar'd the cauſe of his revolt s 


Was to revenge a hlow the King had giv'n him. 


Gar, ae ] Ruin and horror ! O hear-wound- 
ng 

 Ganſ. What — my fan? we what ruin? ha! what horror! 

Ger. Blaited my eyes, and ſpeechleſs be my tongue, 


Rather than or to ſee, or to relate 


This deed 0 dire miſtake ! O * 
The King | 
Gonf. = Alon. The King. 
Gar. Dead, welt ring, drown' in blood! 


See! {ee ! attit d like Otmyn, where he lies. [They look in. 


O whence, or how, or wherefore was this 1 ? 

But what imports the manner of the cauſe? | 

Nothing remains to do, or to require, | 

But that we all ſhould turn our {words againſt 

Ourſelves, and expiate, with our own, his — 9p 
Gonſ. O wretch'! © eursd and raſh deluded foal 

On me, on me, turn your avenging fwards ! 

I, who have ſpilt my royal maſter's blood, 

Should make atonement-by u death as harrid, 


And fall beneath che hand of my own ſon. 


Gar. Ha! what! atone this murder with er! 
The horror of that thought has damp d my rate. 
groans to bear this deed; 

 -_ her not, nor think to ſtain her face 
ich more unnatural blood. Murder my father 
* Better with. this to ripup my own bowels | 
And bathe it to the hilt, In far leſe dumnable 
2 Sell-murder. 


E 3 . Gonſ. 
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Gon 7 O my ſon! from the blind dotage 
Of a father's fondneſs theſe ills aroſe : 
For thee I've been ambitious, baſe, and bloody ; 
For thee I've plung'd into this ſea of fin ; - 
Stemming the tide with only one weak hand, | 
While Yother bore the crown, (to wreathe th brow) 
Whoſe weight has ſunk me ere I reach'd the 3 
Gar, Fatal ambition! Hark! che foe is enter d {Stow 
The ſhrillneſs of that ſhout ſpeaks them at hand. 
We have no time to ſearch into the cauſe 
Of this ſurprizing and moſt fatal error. 1 
* What's to be done? the King's death known would trite 
The few remaining ſoldiers with deſpair, 
And make em yield to mercy of the conqueror“ 
Alon, My lord, I've thought how te conceal the body: 
Require me not to tell the means, till done, 
Leſt you forbid what then you may ape. | 
[Goes in. Sheut: 
Gonſ. They ſhout again | ! Whate er he means to do, 
T were fit the ſoldiers were amus'd with hopes; 
And in the mean time fed with expeRation 
To ſee the King in perſon at their head. 8 
Gar. Were it a truth, I fear, 'tis now too late 
But Pl omit no care, nor haſte ; and try 5 
Or to repel their force, or bravely Ge. (Ext, 
Enter Alonzo. 
' Gonſ. What haſt thou done, Alonzo? 
Alon. Such a deed . 
As but an hour ago I'd not have done, 8 
Though for the crown of univerſal empire. N 
But what are Kings, reduced to common clay ? * 
Or who can wound the dead: ve from the voy! #1 
Sever'd the head, and in an obſcure corner. | 
Diſpos'd it, muffled i in the mute's attire, . 
Leaving to view of them who enter next, 
Alone the undiſtipguiſhable trunk; . 
Which may be ſtill miſtaken by the guards 
For Oſmyn, if ſeeking for the Ring | 
They chance to find lt. 

605. 'T'was an act of horror, | ROY... 
And of a piece with this day's dire miſdeeds ! | 
But "tl 10 6-40 PROF'Y repent, of a 

Haſte 


ie 


ben e deen whr 55 


Haſte thee, Alonzo, haſte thee hence with” ſpeed, 
To aid my fon! Pl follow with the laſt 
Reſerve, to reinforce his arms: at leaſt 
I ſhall make good and ſhelter his-retreat. ' 
| Nee EE 
Enter Zara, followed by deim, anal tu _ 
bearing the bowls. | 
Zara. Silence and ſolitude are every where ! 


Thre' all the gloomy ways and iron doors 
That hither lead, nor human face nor voice 


Is. ſeen or heard. A dreadful din was wont 


5 To grate the ſenſe, when enter'd here, from groans. N 


« And howls of ſlaves condemn'd.; from elink of as: 
* And.craſh of ruſty bars and creeking —_ 45 


And ever and anon the ſight was daſh'd 


Wich frightful faces, and the meagre looks 
Of grim and ghaſtly executioners. 


Vet more this ſtillneſs terrifies my ſoul, 


Than did that ſcene of complicated horrors. 
It may be that the cauſe of this my errand - 
And purpoſe, being chang'd from life to death, 
Has alſo wrought this chilling change of N 


Or does my heart bode more ? What canit more 
© Than death? © 


Let 'em ſet down the hewl, and. warn Alphonſo | 


That I am here — ſo. You, return and fing 


[ Mutes going i 7, 


The King; ; tell kim, dts hs requir rd, Pve done, 
And wait his comy to approve the deed, 


[Exit Sclim. 
Rover Mute. | 


us. What have you ſeen ? Ha! wherefore ſtare you 


thus [Tie Mutes return and look affrighteds 
With haggard eyes? why are your arms acroſs ? 

Your heavy and deſponding heads hung down? 

Why is't you more than ſpeak in theſe Tad ſigns? 

Give me more ample knowledge of this mourning. - 


LTA go 10 the Scene, which opening, ts 


perceives the b 
Ha! 2 bloody! headleſs! * 41 
O Oſmyn ! O Alphonſo ! Cruel Fate! 
Cruel crugls O more than Killing object! 
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I came prepar'd to die, and fee thee die- 
Nay, came prepar d myſelf to give thee death 
But cannot bear to find thee thus, my Oſmyn . 
O this accurs'd, this baſe, this treach' rous King! 
Enter Selim. 
. S.. Ive ſought i in vain; for no where can the King - 
Be found | 
AZ ara. Get theeto hell, and ſock him there l dab bio. 
His helliſh rage had wanted means to act, 
But for thy fatal and pernicious counſel, 
Sel. You thought it better then but Pm rewarded. 


The Mute you ſent, by ſome miſchance was ſeen, 


And forc'd to yield your letter with his life: 
I found the dead and bloody body ftripp'd 
My tongue faulters, and my voice fails 1 
Drink not the poiſon for Alphonſo i — [Dies. 
Zara. As thou art now-—-and I ſhall quickly be. 
"Tis not that he is dead; for twas decreed 
We both ſhould die. Nor ist chat I ſurvive; 
J have a certain remedy for that. 
But oh! he dy'd wing in my heart, 
Ne knew Llov'd, but knew not to what height. 
Nor that I meant to fall before his eyes, 
A martyr and a victim to my vows: 
Inſenſible of this Jaſt proof he's gone: 
Vet Fate can rob his mortal part alone 
Of ſenſe 3 his ſoul Kill ſees, and knows each _ 
And fix d event of my perſiſting faith. 
Then wherefare do I pauſe ? give me the bowl. 
l A Mute kncels and gi ves one of the bowls. 
Hover a moment yet, thou gentle ſpirit, 
Soul of my love, and I will wait by flight! 
This to gur mutual bliſs, when join'd above. (brad. 
O friendly draught! already in my heart! 
Cold, cold ! my veins are icicles and froſt, 
Fil creep into his boſom, lay me there; 
Cover us cloſe or I mall chill his breaſt, | 5 
And fright him from my arme See] ſee ! he flides 
Still farther from me! took; de hides his _ 
I cannot feel i quite beyond my reach! 
O now he's done, and all is dark [Du. 
: [The Mutes Incel and mourn ever her, 


5 


. 
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Enter Almeria and Leonora 
ths. O let mo feck him in this horrid: cell! 
or in the tomb, or Rahn, , alone p26 
bytes fing hi.. ni Ae CES 2; 
Leon. Heavens! what, diſmal n n F 
Of death is.this.L.-the cunuch Selim 2 1 1 
Alm. Shew me! for I am come in ſearch of Neath, 
But want a guide, ſqr tears hav nud m/ echt. 152 
Lean. Alas, a little farther, and behold WY 
Zara, all pale and dead / to irighitulb men, yy 1 
Who ſeem the murderers, kneel weeping-by ; bal be A 
Feeling remorſe tog late fon, hat they ve done. 
But, O, forheat . Aliſt up your eyes no mere, 9 514 
But haſte away, Ny rom this fatal place. 


Where miſeries are multiplied l geturn + 1h 

Return, and lock nat en, for theres Ber 
to ſtab the fight, ng ethos." e 8 

Rain blood . » mor war jo 


; O, L for hug, fore es that objet!!! 


bo fat en ſo dhe ten deacht 


hat: dead. ey mn ＋ 1 1 *. 

h — hehe. he hlaed 

C | Ver toing pom from Ne wounds 0, more — i 
they bonn or y6-thas did this sed! * 7 50 

ould es ange to ide duch erwel hands! 


Mp 715 not my eyes gualty: alike Wiek theigg, © ©; 


That thus cen; 9% r ren | 
— I dom weep! the fprings ofltears ars NN . 
And of a ſudgen 2 as 100164 EH "Ks 
All things were we! an egen bug mund wadsen 
Ves, ve I Ko.] § go urn ! I fluigedhud hearts 8 4 
The ſource of Wære thadiilettliertpregntilediert::; - - 
—— Thoſe men hae left th-weep they 3 | 
1 hope they aurdeyall en, wem thaydogk) 7 wn 
Behold me well!! your bloody WF have 128 1 
Anq-aengfully havg-debnibele ippecents: M. 
I am the riſes geben dug bled ij 
And ceme prepaid ite xield my deen rh ſtake 
Their heads. in gn of grief and innosen ee! 
[They point a. te bowl. on the grams. 
And peigt * mean they Ala a cup! O Well, 
NF nora what 11 has been pero. 5 hy 
noble. 
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O noble thirſt ! yet greedy to drink All 
Oh for a(thes nn of death! what mean they! 
[They point at the other cup. 
Ha! point again 1 Nis cy and full, I hope! 
| Thanks to the lib'ral hand chat Ard thee hu 
Pl drink the glad acknb w lädgemen e. | 
Leon O hold % TOE et e 2 
For ihercy's alen pot” my knee 1 pes 9 
Alm. With-thee the knealin world ſhould begi in vain, 
Seeſt thou not there! behold who proſtrate lies,” | 
And pleads againſt thee ! who mal then prevail ? ? 
Vet 1 will take a cold and parting leave 
From his pale Ups; Pl kiss him en ö 
Leſt the rank juice ſhould bliſter on my Youth, 2 
And ſtain the colbur of my laſt adieu. my 
Horror! 4 headleſs trunk ! nor lips, nor face, a 
Coming near the body, fart: and lets fall the cup. 
But ſpouting veins, and mangled fleffr! Oh! oh! 
Enter Alphonſo, Heli, Perez, with Garcia Priſoner, 
| Guards," and: Attendants. BEE 
Alpl Arvay, -ſlaridoE} where is ſhe? are, 45. 
Savt her an death, and Inbech her to m heaft! 1 
Ain. Ohe! A. ate, Mac 4. 8988 
Alpl. Farbear | my arms alone fhall bold het . , 
Warm- ker to life; 10 wake her into sladneſs! x BY 
O let me talk to thy reviving ſenſe 
4 75 words of joy and peace; warm thy cold beanie 
With the new-fluſhing: ardour of my clicek ; 


: « Tots thy lips pour the ſoft: triekling bam f | 
Of cor le 'and're-inlpi e thy boſom 
With the breath of love. „awake, Ane p 


Give a new birth to thy long/thaded ee... 
Then double on the tay ne light, 
Alm. When as, 1 1! Heayn! what does this dream 
. Intend! 13.6 83 
Alpl. O may'ſt thou never dream of leſs eight, 
Nor ever wake to leſs ſubſtantial joys t 
Alpl, Given me again from 9 10, all ye pots, 
| Confirm this miraele Can believe 
My fight * againſt my fights? "and ſhall I cruſt. 
„That ſenſe, which, in one inſtant, ſhews! him dead 
And living!“ yes, 1 will. Shave been abus'd | 


HT a * al 


FS, 


th 
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With apparitions and 3 1 


This is my lord, my 4 
I ＋ 4 " ale hore ore Alp Fai] 
My fath all have 

Alp. O my heart's comfort ! *tis not given to this 
Frail life, to be entirely. bleſs d. Een now, 
In this extremeſt joy my ſoul can taſte; \ + 
Vet I am daſh'd to think that thou muſt weep 7 "A 
Thy father fell, where he defign'd mydeatn. 
Gonſalez and Alonzo, both,of waynds ih 
Expiring, have with. Er laſt breath, confeſs'd 
The jult decrees of n, which on Wenge 
Has turn'd their own malt ey purpoſes 
Nay, I muſt grant, Ke 10 wen- old be bm ? 15 


[Se er. 


„Let 'em remote body ns ht. A 
Ill-fated Zara! e ep Shack: Ane 


wot Gy. 


Thy error chen e 2ut were flint 5 * 55 EY We 


Not to o ery i gnbute o:thy: RN 15 

O Garcia terig 
Whoſe virtue has renonyeld thy father(a Sinnen $5: AY 
See'ſt thou, howyijuſt the hand,of Heav'n has ge (4 
Let us, who throug ourMmnogence farvive;:»51\t un 
Still in the paths of honour perſavera, * a 8 5 
And not from palk or preſent ills deſpair ::: = \ 
For bleſſings ever Wall on., virtuous: de l ee 


And though Ales a une ee r r 
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HE Tr 4996s hid done, e you nv; 1 523 

No more a 2 Print, Ber in ſtatu quo; ihn 
And now ar wntoncern'd this Woburn wer, T WEE 
As if indeed. a wide, ute yp Walen, ts: Rist 7d] 


Tve leiſure, now, 1 mark your ſeb Fater, x9! 17 85 


And know each 72 by his four 8015 15 | 

To poiſon plays, I ſer thin where hey 1 4 841 
HT lite raiſbane, 1 tiny tons FS ods wy 
While others march, like paviſh Jearthers tir 

To teli f what di eaſe the Play 2 


O with what joy they Fun, to read the ee, | 
2 a damn d , tg pt arte Wi #4 & £4 
ut if he ſcape with ok 2 


9-208 5 


And how they're Ae pee „ 


Critics to plays for the ſame end re 
That ſurgeonr'waitr on triul. . evil 503107 2 F 
For innocence condemn'd they vt no N 117 21 b 


Provided they ve à body de. e, „ 1 1901 


As Suſſex men, that dwell ien e ſhove,” © oy 1 80 
Look out when ſtorms. ariſe," and biflowor lor, at 5 
Deuoutly proying, with oplfiet e, EE? ine 
That ſome well-taden ſhip may fri ke + ins; ine 
To whojewich cargo they may make pretence, 

And fatten on the ſoot; of Providence 

So Critics throng to ſee a new Play ſplit, 

And thrive and proſper on the wrecks of wit. 

Small hope our Poet from theſe proſpeft; draws; 

And therefore to the Fair commends his — 

Jour tender * to WP are inclin'd, 

With whom, ke hopes, this play will favour find, 

H hich was an Fine to Fe 4 Wo " 
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